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"  Moreover  the  profit  of  the  earth  is  for  all :  the  King 
himself  is  served  by  the  field." — EcCLESlASTES. 

"  But  this  is  a  people  robbed  and  spoiled  ;  they  are  all 
of  them  snared  in  holes,  and  they  are  hid  in  prison 
houses :  they  are  for  a  prey,  and  none  delivereth ;  for  a 
spoil,  and  none  saith,  Restore.  Who  among  you  will 
give  ear  to  this  ?  who  will  hearken  and  hear  for  the  time 
to  come?" — ISAIAH. 


TO   MY  WIFE 
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PREFACE 

IN  "The  New  Crusade"  I  have  endeavoured  to  interpret 
something  of  my  day  and  generation. 

In  particular  I  have  tried  to  be  simple  and  plain,  so 
that  any  poor  man  who  cares  to  read  it,  may  be  able  to 
understand. 

The  outlook,  being  the  child  of  the  newer  political  con- 
ception, will  seem  strange  to  many,  and  certain  of  the  views 
will  not  find  a  ready  acceptance,  though  day  by  day  the  con- 
science of  the  nation  is  more  and  more  turning  that  way. 

Few  of  us  perhaps  can  realize  what  a  curious  medley 
the  life  of  to-day  will  seem  to  those,  happier  in  their  lot, 
who  come  after  us. 

To  them  it  will  be  something  worse  than  a  medley ;  they 
will  see  it  as  it  is — an  insensate  crime. 

We  have  so  long  lived  in  the  darkness  and  misery  of  the 
present  discontent,  we  have  grown  so  accustomed  to  a  race 
of  men  shut  out  from  the  soil,  we  have  been  fed  so  entirely 
on  pretence  and  so  hedged  round  with  vulgar  aims,  that 
the  splendid  light  of  Socialism  seems  too  bright  to  last — 
we  think  of  it  as  a  brilliant  mirage,  something  above  and 
beyond  us,  not  meant  for  this  earth  on  which  we  live  and 
suffer. 

But  it  is  a  light  that  has  come  to  stay ;  cold  shadows 
cannot  dwell  in  its  presence ;  it  is  a  sweet  and  abiding  hope 
— a  faith  worth  sacrifice — a  faith  that  brings  content. 

Many  who  now  breathe  these  upper  airs  will,  I  believe, 
live  to  see  a  splendid  re-birth  in  Literature,  when  the  Earth 
is  a  garden  again  and  Man  has  been  found,  and  Faith  and 
Hope  have  come  back  to  the  world. 

ARTHUR  GOLDSMITH  SPARROW. 
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THE   NEW   CRUSADE. 

'I. 

PRELUDE. 

WHY  didst  Thou  stir  the  slumber  of  the  dust, 
And  turn  to  blood  the  vintage  of  red  earth, 
And  fashion  bones  out  of  the  crumbled  rock, 
And  make  a  sack  of  white  and  shining  skin 
And  fill  it  with  uncleanness  and  a  man  ? 
Or  if  Thou  meant  that  he  should  touch  the  pitch, 
Nor  shrink  from  the  defilement  of  the  flesh, 
Why  didst  Thou  breathe  in  him  the  breath  of  life 
And  add  unto  his  miseries  a  soul  ? 
When  earth  was  void  and  darkness  came  and  dwelled 
Upon  the  face  of  waters,  and  the  wind 
Moved  o'er  the  rushing  fathoms  of  the  deep, 
There  was  no  need  of  light  or  firmament, 
Or  gathering  of  waters  or  dry  land, 
Or  tender  grass  or  herb  that  yielded  seed, 
Or  trees  hung  deep  with  garlands  of  ripe  fruit, 
There  was  no  sun  to  point  the  hidden  day, 
Nor  moon  to  mock  the  secrets  of  the  night, 
Nor  little  stars  to  leap  o'er  golden  sands. 
The  earth  was  void,  the  face  of  waters  looked 
Grey-eyed  upon  a  ruffled  realm  of  dreams, 
And  it  was  well,  a  still  untroubled  world  ; 
B 
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A  world  where  cruelty  had  not  set  foot, 

Nor  lust  pursued,  nor  terror  paled  and  crouched, 

Nor  greed  enslaved,  nor  children  wept,  nor  hope 

Learned  the  sad  alphabet  of  mute  despair. 

It  was  a  land  of  sleep,  and  its  dim  shores 

Knew  nought  of  death  nor  silent  delving  worms 

That  dig  men's  graves  deep  in  the  aisles  of  earth. 

As  a  lone  poet  hidden  from  the  world 

Hears  in  the  twilight  catches  of  faint  song, 

The  echo  of  the  music  of  his  soul, 

And  feels  a  strange,  sweet  burden  at  his  heart 

Of  prisoned  tears,  and  bids  those  tears  flood  on 

Till  melody  awakes  in  witching  words, 

So  was  it  with  the  Maker  of  the  world  ; 

He  caught  the  whispered  breath  of  blinded  spheres, 

Was  touched  to  tender  pity  of  His  work  ; 

Stood  still  to  hear  the  reverberate  note  of  joy, 

Stooped  low  to  set  to  music  leaf  and  blade 

And  every  tiniest  thing  that  breaks  the  crust 

Of  moulded  dark,  bid  shine  the  hidden  stars, 

The  ruddy  bow  of  heaven,  the  dimpled  earth, 

The  cradled  moon  asleep  at  night's  pale  feet, 

The  sudden  sheen  on  waters  manifold, 

The  herbaged  hills,  the  vine  leaves,  and  the  flowers 

Sown  broadcast  o'er  the  folded  fields  of  green. 

And  all  was  good.     Then  from  his  glimmering  tent 

The  sun,  His  fireman,  looked  upon  the  earth, 

Red  soil  of  Adam,  living  seas  of  Eve, 

And  filled  the  deeps  with  semblance  of  himself, 

And  lit  the  land  with  haloes  mystical. 

So  did  the  vestal  earth  and  virgin  sea 

Conceive  strange  images  of  Life  and  Death, 
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The   waters    moved    and   brought    forth    monstrous 

shapes, 

That  gape  within  the  currents  and  the  ooze, 
And  trembling  earth  was  brought  to  bed  of  pain, 
Great  winged  fowls  were  gendered  in  the  mists, 
And  wanton  beasts  trampled  through  leafy  glades 
Where  startled  trees  turned  silver  leaves  of  fear. 
Still  if  Thy  hand  had  stayed,  nor  gone  beyond, 
And  left  the  image  of  poor  man  alone, 
Had  it  not,  God,  been  well  ?  for  he  and  Grief 
Have  ever  walked  like  brothers  through  Thy  fields. 


II. 
THE    MEN    THAT   WORK. 

THE  open  dungeon  of  a  city's  gloom, 
And  men,  as  shadows,  moving  through  the  murk 
Of  tainted  air;  life's  hostages  ;  the  poor. 
Yet  are  their  faces  fashioned  in  resolve, 
With  tread  of  troops  they  march  the  King's  highway, 
A  stranger  to  the  satire,  we  call  life, 
Seeing,  might  ask,  What  treasure  house  of  good 
Awaits  them  at  the  setting  of  the  sun  ? 
Yet  are  they  slaves  ;  the  prisoners  of  wrong, 
Men  without  hope,  at  war  with  circumstance. 
In  some  gaunt  factory  filled  with  shining  steel, 
Great  angry  wheels  and  noise  of  wakened  steam, 
They  move  mechanical  and  think  them  free, 
Yet  are  they  very  slaves  and  sons  of  slaves. 
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They  do  not  own  the  houses  where  they  dwell, 
They  do  not  own  the  ground  whereon  they  stand, 
They  do  not  own  the  prisons  where  they  work, 
They  do  not  own  the  poison  that  they  drink, 
They  do  not  own  their  wives,  they  are  the  mill's, 
A  statute  claims  their  children  though  they  starve, 
And  feeds  them  on  the  alphabet  for  bread, 
They  do  not  own  themselves,  for  hunger  sits 
A  strenuous  driver  mouthing  a  beat  team ; 
In  all  the  garden  bloom  of  English  shires 
They  may  not  call  one  fragrant  blossom  theirs. 
Time  has  no  birthday  gifts  for  such  as  these, 
A  human  herd  of  starved  and  stunted  growth, 
That  knows  not  how  to  walk,  to  whom  the  speech 
Of  England,  of  the  land  that  gave  them  birth, 
Comes  twisted,  harsh  and  scarce  articulate, 
Whose  minds  lie  fallow,  while  they  chew  the  cud 
Of  hunger,  darkness,  impotence,  disease. 
Poor  piteous  souls  that  traverse  this  dark  vale, 
'Mid  weeping  rivers  and  bleak  stony  hills, 
How  can  ye  know  when  there  is  none  to  teach, 
How  see  beyond  where  Wrong  hath  set  a  wall, 
Know  yourselves  free  in  sovereign  right  of  man  ? 
Yet  are  ye  English,  brothers,  kindred,  kind, 
Heirs  of  the  ages,  cognate  to  this  land, 
The  sons  of  freemen  who  have  made  her  great, 
The  builders  of  the  temple  of  her  power, 
The  workers  in  the  red  fields  of  her  wars, 
The  binders  in  the  gold  fields  of  her  corn. 
Your  hands  have  made  the  factories  where  you  dwell, 
Your  hands  have  raised  the  black  coal  from  the  tomb, 
Your  hands  have  paved  the  street  which  is  your  home, 


THE   GYVES   OF   IGNORANCE 

Your  hands  have  built  the  palaces  of  kings, 
And  out  of  forests  fashioned  fearless  ships  ; 
All  wealth  is  but  the  outcome  of  your  hands, 
Yet  are  ye  portionless  amid  your  own, 
A  starving  people  in  an  alien  land. 


III. 
THE    GYVES    OF    IGNORANCE. 

MAN  cannot  fix  the  gyves  of  ignorance 
Upon  his  fellow  mortal  for  all  Time, 
Nor  hold  him  in  the  grip  of  poverty, 
A  prisoner  at  the  empty  board  of  want, 
A  pensioner  upon  cold  charity, 
An  onlooker  when  others  feast  and  dance, 
An  outcast  vagabond  with  clouded  brain. 
Out  of  the  mystery  of  Life  shall  dawn, 
Dapple  and  sweet  as  youth,  a  day  of  days, 
Premeditate  since  Time,  a  little  child, 
Played  on  the  sands  of  the  first  purple  sea, 
Then  shall  the  darkness  hasten  from  our  eyes, 
Our  minds  awake,  the  numbness  leave  our  limbs, 
We  shall  arise,  our  sorry  dreams  forgot, 
And  laugh  in  the  wide  welcome  of  the  sun. 
Ah !  then  it  will  be  England  as  God  meant 
England  should  be ;  a  land  of  men  humane, 
With  freedom  to  rejoice  in  the  good  gifts 
He  sets  for  all  so  lavish  and  so  fair. 
It  will  be  merry  England  once  again, 
The  home  of  laughter,  garden  of  content, 
Beneath  the  sheltering  leaves  of  happiness. 
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Awake  !  awake  !  rise  in  your  myriad  strength, 

Oh  !  ye  that  are  her  sons  and  call  her  home, 

Come  from  your  cloud-girt  fastnesses  and  sweep 

In  serried  throng,  the  plains  of  this  your  land, 

And  drive  into  the  hollow  deeps  of  sea, 

The  craven  monsters,  vertebrate  yet  base, 

Who  long  have  wrecked  your  fences,  trod  your  fruit, 

Made  foul  the  vineyard  of  your  destiny. 

For  you  have  lain  too  long  among  the  pots, 

Your  honour  tarnished,  your  repute  gone  down, 

Until  they  think  you  are  a  little  thing, 

Scarce  worth  the  lifting  of  a  lid  to  see 

Or  stick  to  keep  you  in  your  place  and  tame. 

Yet  are  you  England,  majesty  and  power, 

Your  limbs  are  steeled,  your  minds  are  not  infirm, 

You  were  not  born  to  be  for  ever  duped, 

Cheated  of  all  that  makes  life  worth  the  pain 

That  comes  of  living  ;  you  are  equal,  free  ; 

Why  should  the  cottage  be  for  aye  your  lot, 

And  theirs  the  palace  with  its  park  and  deer  ? 

They  did  not  build  the  palace  and  the  deer 

Are  not  their  children,  you  their  father  are ; 

For  ye  were  shepherds  of  their  infancy 

And  fed  them  when  deep  snows  the  herbage  hid, 

And  all  the  land  lay  virginal  and  white  ; 

And  though  the  fallow  dapples  on  their  lawns, 

The  red  deer  is  the  people  of  this  realm. 
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IV. 

IN    WHICH    HONOUR    IS   ASKED 
A   QUESTION. 

IT  is  not  that  we  envy  you  your  place, 
Nor  wish  to  level  down  to  our  grey  hearth 
The  fair  lives  of  your  daughters  or  your  sons  ; 
We  want  to  raise  ourselves  so  that  we  be 
Fit  for  your  friendship,  with  the  gentle  mien 
And  gentle  speech  of  such  as  gentle  be. 
We  ask  a  new  crusade,  but  not  of  arms, 
A  pilgrimage  of  men,  with  eyes  to  see, 
And  hearts  to  feel,  and  hands  held  out  to  help, 
So  that  though  we  ourselves  be  grown  too  old 
To  learn  what  was  denied  us  in  our  youth, 
A  better  fate  shall  dawn  for  those  we  love, 
Our  children  in  the  shadow  of  the  streets. 
Help  them,  and  we  will  let  the  past  lie  dead, 
And  breathe  no  word  of  what  our  souls  have  known. 
You  speak  of  brotherhood  and  equal  chance ; 
Give  us  that  chance  if  you  our  brothers  be, 
Quick  opportunity  to  show  the  world 
The  grit  that  lies  in  England,  buried  deep 
In  the  mute  minds  of  men  whose  life  of  toil 
Unfits  for  thought  or  human  enterprise. 
Give  us  fresh  air,  and  not  a  fcetid  breath 
Swept  from  the  sewer,  o'er  which  our  rookery  reeks, 
A  little  space  in  which  to  lead  clean  lives, 
A  room  where,  when  the  day's  work  is  at  end, 
Men  that  have  toiled  may  rest  a  space  in  peace. 
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Dull  we  may  be,  but  is  the  fault  our  own  ? 

Drunken  at  times,  but  living  as  we  live, 

Is  it  great  wonder  that  we  would  forget 

E'en  for  a  few  short  hours  the  grey  beyond, 

The  empty  cupboard,  pale  face  of  a  wife, 

And  fluttering  clothes  in  which  our  children  starve  ? 

When  on  the  road  we  chance  to  pass  you  by 

You  do  not  turn  your  eyes  or  look  on  us, 

But  move  along  as  if  we  were  all  strange, 

A  thing  apart,  an  alien  race,  alone. 

What  is  this  curse,  this  ban  we  live  beneath  ? 

Is  there  some  foul  disease  within  our  blood, 

Some  ugly  blot  upon  our  birth  or  life, 

That  Honour  will  not  know  us  in  the  light, 

Receive  us  in  his  house,  or  meet  as  friends  ? 

And  yet  if  all  our  fault  is  to  be  poor, 

This  Honour  is  not  worthy  Englishman. 

Why  are  we  poor  ?     We  work  from  break  of  day 

Until  the  night  brings  darkness  in  her  track, 

And  then  with  wearied  bodies  make  for  home. 

Why  are  we  poor,  and  wherefore  are  ye  rich  ? 

How  do  you  earn  your  wages  without  work  ? 

Or  is  there  some  strange  job  we  know  not  of 

That  pays  a  man  good  money  to  do  nought 

But  eat  and  drink,  and  dress  in  Sunday  clothes, 

And  ride  about  a-hunting  of  a  hare, 

A-shooting  of  a  pheasant  fed  by  hand  ? 
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V. 
THE    FISHERMAN. 

MAN  is  a  rainy  fisherman  that  stands 
Through  the  dull  vapours  of  a  cloudy  day 
And  casts  faint  lures  upon  the  eddying  tide, 
But  brings  no  fish  to  bank,  at  twilight  sits 
Pensive,  and  views  a  basket  'twixt  his  knees 
And  winds  his  reel  and  looks  unto  the  night. 
And  so  from  day  to  day  through  wet  and  cold 
He  plies  his  watery  trade  and  hopes  for  fish, 
Provides  fresh  tackle,  finer  gut,  new  wings 
Of  daring  hue  and  strange  delight  for  such 
As  on  their  fins  move  shadowlike  through  streams, 
Yet  takes  no  fish  and  empty  seeks  his  hut. 
If  I  had  tears  to  spare,  and  tears  would  come, 
This  Fisher  on  the  margin  of  Life's  ditch 
Should  not  go  empty  of  a  few  salt  drops 
For  pity's  sake  and  in  that  he  is  man. 
He  moves  within  a  mirage  and  his  eyes 
See  phantom  salmon  leap  from  phantom  pools 
And  speckled  trout  flash  to  his  glimmering  fly, 
He  does  not  know  the  river  of  his  days 
Is  but  the  weeping  estuary  of  death, 
To  which  when  Fate  has  played  with  him  enow, 
He,  a  poor  empty  fisherman,  shall  turn 
And  so  forget  his  fishing  and  his  pain, 
If  Death  be  not  remembrance,  and  God  lets 
Men  that  are  tired  stretch  out  their  stiffened  limbs, 
And  sleep,  and  see  no  phantoms  in  their  dreams. 
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VI. 

"THE    HUSTINGS." 

r  I  AHE  chosen  agents  of  a  nation's  shame, 

-L     On  public  platforms  when  they  beg  for  votes, 
Shout  with  inflated  phrase  and  gesture  strange, 
High  plaudits  of  the  people  and  their  power, 
The  splendours  of  a  democratic  age  ; 
Yet  know  they  well  the  people  never  ruled, 
Tis  theirs  to  vote — to  vote  and  shout  and  starve, 
While  the  twin  parties  make  a  mimic  show 
Of  fight  and  difference,  laugh  and  are  at  one  ; 
Each  with  the  self-same  axe  to  deftly  grind, 
Each  with  the  self-same  hand  to  subtly  play, 
Each  as  a  Tower  of  Babel,  strong  in  tongues. 
All  men  that  labour  with  their  hands  they  shun, 
A  race  apart,  a  curious  ill-dressed  mob, 
A  thing  beneath  their  notice,  quite  forgot, 
Save  when  a  general  voting  pricks  the  mind, 
And  they  remember  their  constituents. 
Then  flies  the  kite  of  flattery  as  a  lure, 
And  every  trudging  wastrel  finds  a  friend, 
Sweet  budding  statesmen  flower  in  every  lane, 
Shake  hands,  look  wise,  bewitch  with  cheery  smiles, 
Embrace  a  citizen,  and  sign  a  cheque, 
Consult  with  well-feigned  zeal  each  sorry  lout 
That  limps  through  life  illiterate  and  blank, 
On  matters  of  high  policy  and  state, 
The  hidden  virtues  of  a  'wildered  creed 
Whose  wooden  altar  is  a  ballot  box. 
So  in  these  muddy  waters  bending  low, 
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They  grope  for  bait  to  catch  the  foolish  fish 

That  solemn  swim  about  them  with  dull  eyes. 

As  at  a  country  fair  an  honest  quack, 

High  on  a  barrel,  tells  the  gaping  crowd 

The  story  of  a  magic  cure  that  lies 

All  in  the  compass  of  a  modest  box 

At  two  a  penny,  so  these  quacks  of  state 

Stand  on  the  hustings,  shout  some  tinsel  sham, 

Some  loud  specific  for  the  nation's  hurt, 

Some  catchword  phrase  that  covers  nothingness. 

If  men  are  starving,  "  End  the  House  of  Lords"; 

If  shadowed  in  the  grey  of  tenements, 

"  Let  Church  and  State  be  separate,"  and  the  sun 

Will  shine  on  them  ;  if  hopeless  on  the  face 

Of  Life's  grey  sea,  cry  out  "  One  man,  one  vote  ", 

Remember  they  are  "  Caesar  ",  "  delegates  " 

That  hold  all  power  within  their  hollow  hand. 

They  sing  of  hopes  that  in  a  "  platform  "  lie, 

The  unpremeditated  joy  of  "planks", 

The  magic  virtue  that  a  "  programme  "  hath, 

If  only  it,  like  coal,  hails  from  the  north  ; 

The  wonders  of  a  "  Little  England's  "  heaven, 

The  martyrs  of  an  "  Education  Clause", 

The  glories  of  "  Home  Rule  "  to  be  revealed  ; 

Of  how  to  get  men  back  upon  the  land, 

Which  is  not  theirs,  to  sow  where  others  reap, 

And  stop  this  strange  migration  to  the  town, 

This  overcrowding,  with  its  awful  ills, 

Which  sends  a  shiver  down  their  pliant  backs 

That  will  be  stiff  enough  at  eight  o'clock 

On  polling  day,  when  all  things  have  an  end. 

Others  there  are  who  with  triumphant  gaze, 
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'Mid  canopies,  and  blazonment  of  flags, 

With  thunder-voice  of  preconcerted  fire 

Tell  of  a  something  that  they  call  "  The  State  ", 

Though  what  it  is,  or  where  it  lives,  no  man 

Hath  e'er  discovered  ;  then  of  "  Empire  "  rave 

In  wild  delirium,  and  of  victories 

Of  strange  retreat,  void  Pyrrhics  of  the  Press. 

If  "Empire"  palls,  these  subtle  gentlemen 

Are  fraught  with  deep  concern  for  patent  ills ; 

Ills  very  strange,  not  easy  to  account, 

With  such  a  constitution  as  we  boast ; 

Still  they  are  there,  and  must  be  thought  upon, 

And  dealt  with,  when  a  remedy  is  found  ; 

But  not  in  haste,  lest  greater  harm  arise 

From  reckless  tampering  with  the  works  of  Time. 

If  in  the  cultivation  of  the  soil 

There  were  less  music  and  more  basic  slag 

Things  would  improve;  the  landlords  did  their  part, 

The  state  too,  with  its  offer  of  a  sire  ; 

Let  tenant  farmers  see  their  mares  were  sound, 

Produce  the  best,  and  buyers  would  not  fail. 

From  France  each  year  we  bought  a  myriad  eggs 

And  Denmark  understood  the  butter  art ; 

Free  food,  no  doubt,  had  much  to  do  with  this, 

That,  and  the  setting  up  of  class  'gainst  class, 

With  over  education  ;  what's  the  good 

Of  filling  working  men  with  foreign  tongues  ? 

A  quart  of  beer  did  no  man  any  harm, 

The  roast  beef  of  Old  England  was  the  best ; 

Let  none  suspect  them  of  intemperance 

Or  offer  of  a  bribe ;  the  law  forbade. 

Well,  they  must  put  their  shoulders  to  the  wheel, 
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Thank  God  that  they  were  English,  ne'er  forget 
A  vote  for  Kruger  was  a  Kruger  vote, 
And  so,  with  flags  again,  God  save  the  King  ! 
The  end  achieved,  with  floating  handkerchiefs 
They  mop  the  dews  of  ardour  and  the  strain 
Which  patriot  stay-at-homes  so  bravely  bear. 
The  "  State  "  is  nothing  but  the  state  of  things 
That  keeps  these  lucid  wise-acres  in  power ; 
"  Empire"  to  them  is  murder  on  a  scale 
To  make  the  corpus  worth  the  city's  heed  ; 
And  every  thief,  "a  Builder",  for  when  Wrong 
Is  wholesale  and  colossal,  it  is  Right, 
And  quite  outshines  the  small  retail  of  crime, 
The  starveling  loaf  of  petty  larceny. 
Mankind  is  more  than  Party,  and  the  poor 
Weaklings  who  strut  this  sordid  sign  before, 
Were  better  in  some  playhouse  of  their  own, 
Some  theatre  of  sound,  'neath  lock  and  key, 
Some  stage  made  smooth  for  automatic  Acts, 
And  paper  baskets  filled  with  waste  of  words. 
Ye  must  away  with  mumming  if  ye  would 
Escape  the  blight  of  these,  let  English  lives 
As  sacred  as  a  King's  count  aught  at  home ; 
Cut  root  and  branch  a  system  that  decrees 
The  nation  nothing  but  a  right  to  starve, 
Or  work,  with  wearied  hands,  for  pittance  wage, 
The  servants  of  the  few,  who  have  a  stake, 
Whereat  to  bind  the  multitude  in  chains, 
That  they  may  lord  in  roses  with  their  dames, 
Swell  with  the  vanity  of  little  gods, 
Believe  in  Burke,  think  themselves  born  to  rule, 
And  thousand  other  curious  conceits 
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That  Satan  smiles  at  and  sad  angels  weep. 

Sure  it  is  time  to  put  aside  the  child 

We  that  are  grown  to  manhood's  ample  state, 

And  look  life  in  the  face,  nor  turn  away 

To  gaze  at  every  peepshow  that  is  set 

A  gilded  trap  to  snare  our  witless  wings  : 

We  who  are  gentle,  though  we  silent  be, 

Recoil  from  difference,  can  feel  no  pride 

In  poor  distinctions,  sorry  titles,  frauds, 

Beribboned  orders  pinned  on  foolish  clothes, 

A  thousand  pounds  spent  on  a  night  of  flowers, 

A  line  of  jewels  that  might  light  a  town, 

The  pitched  voice,  idle  laughter,  empty  jest 

We  call  Society,  because  it  lacks 

Friend  or  companion,  cheeriness  or  wit. 

Ah  !  if  this  land  of  England  were  again 

A  home  of  shining  fields  and  hamlets  bright, 

Of  cities  wholesome,  recreative,  blest 

With  tree  and  fountain,  sweet  and  stainless  air, 

And  men  and  women,  taught,  content  and  true, 

Trained  in  the  gentle  school  of  courtesy, 

Nor  lacking  matter  that  matures  the  mind, 

Nor  exercise  to  steel  the  frame,  and  set 

The  seal  of  discipline  upon  their  sons, 

False  standards  then  would  dwindle  in  a  night, 

We  should  not  groan  beneath  a  sceptred  god 

That  is  all  clay,  material  to  the  crown. 
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VII. 
"TO   WIT,   THE    EARTH." 

IF  man  were  built  aerial  as  the  birds 
So  that  he  made  an  honest  meal  on  air, 
(As  lovers  say  they  do)  or  midges,  flies, 
And  worms,  those  ruddy  sextons  of  the  soil, 
There  would  not  be  a  problem  of  the  poor, 
For  none  would  starve  of  light  or  roof  or  food. 
And  yet  in  this  Utopia  of  wings 
Methinks  some  swelled  Financier  would  float 
Debentures  in  a  company  of  worms, 
With  preference  shares  at  five  per  cent,  in  flies, 
Corners  in  midges,  while  the  air  itself, 
Become  municipal,  would  be  retailed 
From  reservoirs  in  tubes,  each  with  a  catch 
To  fasten  on  the  beaks  of  wondering  men. 
Yet  even  birds  must  come  to  earth  to  nest 
In  open  fields,  in  hedgerows,  in  the  heights 
Of  eddying  pines  that  point  unto  the  stars, 
Or  in  the  glistening  grass  of  lonely  shores, 
The  haunted  herbage  by  still  moorland  pools, 
For  they  are  ardent  wooers  and  in  spring 
When  amorous  flutterings  fill  each  fairy  fence, 
Sweet,  unashamed,  they  kiss  in  the  clear  air 
Like  lovers  in  a  country  lane  at  eve ; 
So  they  build  houses  for  their  tiny  brood, 
And  while  the  mother  listens  in  the  nest, 
The  father,  reft  of  flutterings,  sings  to  her. 
I  wonder  what  would  happen  to  the  birds 
If  they  descended  to  the  ways  of  men  ? 
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Vultures  and  hawks  in  virtue  of  their  claws 

And  sharpened  swords  of  shining  tempered  beaks, 

Would  form  an  aristocracy  apart, 

My  lord  the  vulture  and  Her  grace  the  hawk  ; 

Their  blood  not  as  the  blood  of  other  birds, 

Proud  of  the  race  of  raveners  whence  they  sprung, 

Eager  to  ravish  now,  save  that  the  world 

Of  birds  enslaved  obeys  a  fluttering  wing, 

The  shadow  of  a  feather  overhead. 

By  right  of  these  same  all-embracing  claws, 

The  chosen  few  would  subjugate  the  rest, 

Prison  the  wings  of  all  sweet-singing  souls, 

Set  landmarks  in  the  ether  of  the  sky, 

And  hold  the  firmament  of  heaven  in  fee  ; 

No  bird,  unless  a  vulture  or  a  hawk, 

Might  lift  a  wing  unto  the  outer  blue, 

The  upper  airs  that  be  so  clear  and  fine ; 

They  would  forget  the  fashion  of  their  wings, 

Think  that  the  earth  was  made  for  their  tired  heart, 

Look  up  and  see  grey  talons  sport  and  sweep 

In  the  wide  arc  of  sunlit  atmosphere, 

And  from  their  throats  pour  out  no  word  of  song. 

Having  divided  air  into  estates, 

Tail  male,  fee  simple,  in  expectancy, 

With  lordships  of  the  manor  of  the  sun, 

And  mild  advowsons  of  the  moon  for  such 

Whose  beak  or  weapons  lacked  the  strength  to  kill, 

The  Earth  would  claim  their  grave  judicial  care, 

Hedges  and  nests  and  dark  enchanted  trees. 

Judicial  care !     Enter,  my  lord,  the  Judge, 

A  grey  owl  crowned  with  wig  of  subtle  hairs, 

Which  in  the  interlude  of  raven  croaks, 
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(For  these  be  they  that  practise  at  this  court, 
Being  chosen  for  the  music  of  their  voice,) 
He  plucks  by  ones  and  twos,  and  deftly  splits 
Before  the  proud  eyes  of  the  gallery. 
Clearing  his  throat  he  thus  makes  justice  plain. 
"  This  is  a  claim  by  Messrs.  Vulture,  Hawk, 
Sole  owners  of  the  freehold  of  the  sky, 
With  air  and  other  easements  held  therewith, 
For  an  estate  in  fee,  to  wit,  the  Earth. 
There  is  a  maxim  well-known  to  the  law 
Cujus  est  solum,  he  who  owns  the  land, 
Owns  not  a  mere  estate  of  so  much  soil, 
But  his  dominion  stretches  to  the  sky, 
Usque  ad  coelum,  in  the  ancient  tongue 
Which  Milton  spoke  and  modern  schoolboys  scan. 
My  brother  Touchstone  lays  this  clearly  down 
In  such  plain  phrase  as  best  befits  a  judge. 
From  this  sage  precedent  I  now  declare, 
By  inverse  reasoning  from  earth  to  sky, 
That  Vulture,  Hawk,  being  feoffees  of  the  air, 
Extend  their  wide  dominion  unto  earth, 
And  nests,  as  homesteads,  fall  within  the  rule, 
And  are  the  sole  inheritance  of  those 
Who  own  the  land  whereon  they  safely  lie ; 
Else  were  their  builders  guilty  of  a  tort, 
Framers  of  trespass  ab  initio, 
And  subject  to  the  penalties  of  law. 
The  next  point  that  arises  is  the  trees. 
Again  an  ancient  rule  of  common  law, 
That  sure  foundation  of  the  fabric  state, 
Points  clear  the  way  ;  quicquid,  that  is,  vvhate'er 
Plantatur  solo,  planted  is  in  soil, 
c 
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Goes  with  the  land,  is  parcel  of  the  same, 

Or  solo  cedit,  as  the  learned  say. 

The  law  is  plain  ;  at  first  there  seemed  some  room 

For  doubt  upon  the  facts,  but  in  my  view, 

Trees  may  be  rightly  said  to  grow  in  soil 

Within  the  meaning  of '  plantatur,'  though 

No  hand  hath  planted — as  for  instance  when 

A  falling  acorn  fathers  a  proud  oak — 

But  this  is  possibly  de  minimis. 

I  find  then  as  a  fact  that  trees  do  grow 

Planted  in  earth,  and  are  the  several  right 

Of  the  co-parceners  of  earth  and  sky, 

Vulture  and  Hawk,  the  plaintiff  company. 

There  will  be  judgment  for  the  freeholders, 

With  an  injunction  against  building  nests 

Except  by  license  with  indenture  sealed." — 

"  With  costs,  my  lord  ?" — "  Yes,  certainly,  with  costs." 

So  is  it  now  with  man,  that  patient  beast, 

Created  for  the  land,  whereon  he  walks, 

Sleeps,  eats,  drinks,  works,  and  battles  with  his  soul : 

An  you  take  this  from  him  you  take  his  all, 

If  he  lack  land  he  has  no  place  to  plough, 

Divorced  from  it  he  has  no  seed  to  sow, 

If  nought  be  sown  there  nothing  is  to  reap, 

For  corn  is  not  a  figment  of  the  sky 

Nor  does  it  spring  upon  the  king's  highway ; 

In  winter  snows  he  has  no  coal  to  warm, 

He  hath  no  clothes  for  covering  or  for  grace ; 

There  is  no  field  where  he  may  plant  a  home, 

And  when  at  last  the  shadow,  Death,  descends 

It  falls  upon  a  worn-out  trespasser. 
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VIII. 

IDOLATERS. 

T  DOLATERS  in  black  who  give  the  church 
J-    Which  is  of  earth  and  gendered  by  men's  hands, 
The  worship  which  is  meet  for  God  alone, 
And  set  a  screen  of  tangled  creeds  betwixt 
Man  and  the  light,  which  from  the  crystal  pools 
Of  heaven  is  spilt  upon  the  shadowed  earth, 
Blind  guides  indeed  are  ye  across  the  ridge 
Of  troubled  years  that  each  lone  heart  must  tread, 
Strange  broken  reeds  for  hopeless  men  to  grasp 
As  they  with  faltering  feet  and  bruised  heart 
Drag  slowly  through  the  highways  of  the  world. 
Throughout  the  centuries  an  evil  race 
Of  vestured  posturers  that  have  profaned 
God's  altar  with  your  mouthings  and  your  mimes ; 
Ever  against  all  gentle  things  and  fair, 
In  you  red  Cruelty  ne'er  lacked  a  friend, 
Nor  Darkness,  nor  the  evil  in  men's  hearts, 
Nor  Lust  that  whispers  in  the  shades  of  night 
All  monkly  to  a  kerchief-hooded  nun. 
But  daylight  and  the  open  glades  of  day, 
And  Truth  which  rides  all  honest  in  the  light, 
Your  darkling  souls  have  scorned  and  spat  upon. 
From  out  the  arid  dust  of  ancient  strifes, 
With  human  tears,  knead  ye  the  clay  of  creeds, 
And  bind  men's  eyes,  and  thus  bereft  of  light 
All  impotent  to  move,  in  darkness  chained, 
The  Earth  is  prisoned  to  your  ministry, 
Travails  in  pain,  is  wasted  of  desire, 
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Stands  shivering  on  the  brink  of  life's  glad  sea, 

Ne'er  ventures  forth  where  Knowledge  holds  the  helm, 

But  in  the  twilight  of  forsaken  things 

Pours  out  pale  paternosters  to  the  stars. 

Why,  when  the  people  starve  and  ask  a  loaf, 

Have  you  no  bread  of  life  nor  waters  clear 

From  the  perennial  fount  of  heavenly  love, 

In  that  ye  offer  them  a  stone  to  eat — 

A  sterile  creed  that  hath  nor  fruit  nor  flower  ? 

Is  a  loud  promise  of  a  life  to  be, 

The  many  mansions  of  a  far-off  home, 

Set  in  the  grey  demesne  of  shadowy  clouds 

Meet  guerdon  for  their  patience  and  their  tears  ? 

Methinks,  if  nought  be  done  to  ease  the  pain, 

The  weariness,  the  hunger,  and  the  fret 

Of  life  on  earth,  there  is  no  hope  in  heaven 

For  the  dumb  workers  with  dull  clouded  brain 

And  tired  bodies  that  crave  nought  but  sleep. 

Gird  up  your  loins,  look  Knowledge  in  the  face, 

Stand  separate  from  the  silly  flock  of  sheep 

That  jumps  the  gap  that  leads  to  nothingness, 

Build  up  a  simple  faith  of  simple  truths, 

Such  as  a  man's  heart  answers  to,  and  knows 

To  be  of  God,  within  whose  hollow  hands 

Nature  lies  sleeping  like  a  little  child. 
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IX. 
A   GLIMMER   OF    LIGHT. 

WE  men  who  sprang  from  the  red  loins  of  earth, 
And  are  of  dust,  see  but  a  little  way 
Beyond  the  dip  of  the  untrodden  seas 
That  fold  our  life  in  water's  moving  sleep  ; 
We  have  no  chart  to  guide,  nor  may  our  ships, 
Though  girt  with  wings  of  white  unblemished  hope, 
Swim  through  the  deeps  that  bound  eternity. 
It  is  not  that  we  lack  the  hearts  of  men, 
Nor  courage,  nor  desire,  nor  brains  to  dare — 
The  bravest  fail,  in  that  this  seamanship 
And  these  lone  seas  are  known  to  God  alone. 
Thus  the  great  mystery  of  pain  eludes 
Our  swiftest  minds,  no  man  can  fathom  it ; 
Nor  has  man  lived  who  knew  why  God  and  love 
Builded  a  world  in  deep  lagoons  of  grief, 
With  driven  stakes  of  sacrifice  to  bear 
The  weight  of  man's  eternal  martyrdom. 
Yet  even  he,  albeit  of  very  dust, 
Can  look  a  little  way  and  stretch  his  hands 
Unto  the  purple  Islands  of  the  Blest. 
As  in  the  darkness  of  the  earth  a  seed, 
When  spring  awakes,  looks  up  unto  the  sun 
And  nods  its  tiny  bell  in  the  sweet  air, 
And  sleeps  at  night  beneath  the  kiss  of  stars, 
So  may  man's  soul,  downtrodden  in  the  flesh, 
Through  the  long  winter  of  his  mourning  wait, 
Growing  to  light,  and  in  this  prison  hear 
The  song  of  birds  that  sing  to  comfort  him  ; 
Yea,  he  may  pierce  the  weight  of  patient  earth 
And  lift  his  eyes  unto  the  feet  of  God. 
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X. 
THE    TORTURERS. 

CROUCH   on  your  haunches,   beat  your   hairy 
hands, 

And  vent  high  plaudits  of  the  gods  that  be, 
Throned  Lords  of  War  that  never  faced  a  foe, 
Evading  parliaments  that  ghost-like  steal 
Through  forests  of  bare  words,  with  eyes  removed 
From  the  quick  earth  that  suffers,  hungers,  hopes  ; 
Wonders  municipal  that  cloud  the  air 
With  raucous  breath,  wear  chains  of  office,  fill 
The  ink  of  rivers  with  the  pitch  of  slums, 
For  they  have  loosed  all  knowledge  on  your  streets  : 
So  are  ye  civilized,  a  cultured  crew, 
A  Christian  people,  Time's  last  spoken  word. 
Bring  out  your  coronets  and  cushioned  crowns, 
Gird  on  your  robes  of  state,  and  watch  the  poor 
Unblinded  beast,  stick-driven  through  the  streets, 
Tremble  and  sweat  as  near  the  slaughter  house 
It  scents  fresh-shedded  blood,  and  moans  and  stops, 
Then  with  loud  shout  and  louder  blow  is  forced 
Stumbling  within  to  meet  the  murderous  pole. 
Look  as  it  lies  there  felled  to  earth,  with  dim 
And  glaze"d  eyes  and  quick  and  shuddering  flesh ; 
See  the  foul  butcher  skin  the  reeking  hide 
And  cut  red  joints  that  ye  may  feast  your  friends 
On  blood-stained  meats  hid  in  a  mist  of  flowers, 
And  prate  of  progress  and  the  burdened  white. 
Yet  are  we  lovers,  speak  of  our  dumb  friends, 
Our  poets  sing  of  bleating  lambs  and  spring, 
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Of  cattle  deep  in  cowslips  in  the  meads, 
Of  dogs  whose  wistful  eyes  look  up  at  us ; 
So  in  fair  proof  and  formal  deed  of  love 
We  gag  and  rope  and  cut  with  bloody  blades 
The  living  flesh  of  those  who  trust  in  us, 
And  call  it  knowledge ;  do  not  slay  the  pale 
Knight  of  the  knife,  so  valiant-chivalrous, 
Who  counts  the  heart-beats  of  an  opened  dog, 
Hearkens  its  choking  agony  and  bids 
The  tortured  live  for  future  torturing. 
Oh,  Death  !  whose  very  shadow  I  have  seen 
Close  by  the  trembling  threshold  of  my  eyes, 
Though  I  do  love  these  gentle  upper  airs, 
And  dread  the  darkened  river  and  the  cold 
Of  thine  embrace,  I  would  a  thousand  nights 
Of  thine  approach,  to  die  ten  thousand  dawns, 
Than  live  dishonoured  through  another's  grief, 
Pale  days  of  shame,  anchored  in  seas  of  blood. 
Blinded  with  scales  we  shout  of  mountain  heights, 
We  who  are  sunk  deep  in  the  ooze  of  plains ; 
Thy  very  creatures  have  we  fallen  below — 
The  lowing  herds  that  wander  through  the  fields, 
And  eat  green  grass  and  drink  clear  flowing  streams, 
And  feed  their  young  and  yield  white  milk  to  man. 
Methinks  our  agile  ancestors  who  dwelled 
In  days  remote  upon  the  high  tree-tops, 
Swinging  from  branch  to  branch  beneath  the  blue 
Of  fair  unspotted  heavens  and  stainless  nights, 
Would  pepper  Fate  with  angry  nuts  of  scorn, 
Could  they  but  view  their  tailored  sons  to-day  ; 
For  man  is  but  an  ape  in  thin  disguise, 
Who  travels  on  hind  legs  incognito, 
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And  cracks  his  nuts  above  mahogany, 

To  the  swift  gurgle  running  of  red  wine. 

Yet  hath  God  grafted  on  this  stock  a  soul 

In  fashion  of  a  rose,  to  lift  its  light 

And  dewy  fragrance  high  unto  the  stars ; 

In  the  dark  soil  of  human  nature  set 

A  snowdrop  telling  spring ;  from  out  the  night 

Digged  the  shy  moon,  a  trembling  bride  for  earth. 


XI. 

THE    LORD   OF    PAIN. 

r  I  ^HERE  lives  a   man  with  earth-stains  on   his 

-L       clothes, 

Great  hungry  eyes  and  mouth  of  cruel  hate, 
Who,  as  the  shadows  of  the  night  blot  out 
The  cornlands  and  the  twitter  of  the  birds, 
With  lanthorn  lit,  moves  to  a  magic  wood  : 
There  through  the  hours  he  prisons  shining  wings, 
And  with  the  dawn,  pins  them  alive  to  earth. 
So  is  the  silent  sanctuary  of  trees, 
The  twilight  green  of  forest  as  day  breaks, 
Lit  with  a  thousand  palpitating  wings, 
Strange  moths  and  butterflies  of  every  hue, 
Staked  through  with  swords  beside  fresh-fallen  cones 
And  spongy  moss  and  little  wayside  leaves. 
Then  he  that  hath  the  hungered  eyes  kneels  down, 
A  wanton  smile  upon  his  cruel  lips, 
For  every  beating  of  these  wings  is  Pain, 
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And  he  is  Lord  of  Pain,  and  loveth  it. 
So  watches  he  the  anguish,  twists  a  sword, 
Touches  a  shrinking  wing,  that  not  one  pang 
Be  lost  unto  this  sylvan  Feast  of  Tears. 
At  eventide  the  poor  wings  close  their  eyes, 
With  sails  close-furled  they  anchor  near  to  death, 
When  from  the  faded  shells  of  this  grey  shore, 
Sweet  fairy  spirits,  little  winged  souls 
Escape  his  clutch  and  flutter  up  to  heaven. 
So  man  wins  immortality  through  pain, 
And  sorrow  is  the  sponsor  of  the  soul, 
But  who  is  Lord  of  Pain  no  heart  may  know. 


XII. 
TO   THE    MOTHER   OF    MEN. 

MOTHERLESS  EVE,  whom  at  the  dawntide 
God 

Fashioned  from  lonely  Adam  as  he  lay 
Forlorn  within  the  fields  of  misty  sleep, 
And  set  within  a  garden  mystical, 
Where  Knowledge  hid  and  listened  in  the  leaves 
And  Life  and  Death  flowered  and  fading  fell 
Into  the  russet  pool  of  autumn  days, 
Thy  liquid  eyes  have  long  been  changed  to  dust, 
Thy  hair  of  gold  imbedded  in  the  roots 
Of  laughing  flowers,  the  temple  of  thyself, 
White  as  the  snowdrops  of  an  English  spring, 
Fallen  upon  the  brown  breast  of  the  earth  ; 
Yet,  in  that  thou  wast  human,  took  delight 
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In  stranger  gossip,  tasted,  suffered,  dared, 

Shut  Adam  in  the  shelter  of  thy  arms, 

Loved  as  a  woman  loves,  gave  birth  to  sons, 

It  may  be  God  hath  given  thee  a  soul 

Which  lives  to-day  in  some  shy  garden  chose, 

Where  serpents  stray  not,  and  the  man  thou  loved 

Chides  not  thy  venial  sin,  but  with  glad  eyes 

Of  love  and  worship  follows  thy  light  steps 

Amid  the  flowers.     For  thou,  primeval  source 

Of  all  things  human,  mother  of  men's  lives, 

Came  not  within  the  furrowed  fields  of  age, 

The  mellow  autumn  of  decaying  charm, 

But  in  the  springtide  of  thy  blandishment 

Yielded  the  first  sweet  woman's  soul  to  God  ; 

So  are  thy  steps  in  Paradise  to-day 

Light  as  a  ray  of  sunshine  in  the  spring, 

Or  earliest  trembling  of  the  dews  of  dawn, 

And  Eden  is  not  far  from  Adam's  heart. 

As  by  the  singing  fountains,  happy  flowers, 

You  linger  through  the  ardours  of  the  day, 

Do  thy  sweet  eyes  of  wondering  tenderness 

Look  down  upon  the  lives  of  women  now, 

And  see  the  black  and  prisoned  martyrdom 

In  which  their  souls  are  set,  the  sickly  gloom 

In  which  they  pale,  and  sew  the  winding  shrouds 

Of  all  fair  hopes  and  sweet  beatitudes, 

The  fcetid  air  they  breathe,  the  noisome  food, 

The  dreary  clothes,  the  craving  to  escape, 

The  mourning  eyes  that  look  from  funeral  lives, 

The  dread  uncleanness  of  their  ministry  ? 

They  work  and  starve,  their  children  breathe  and  die, 

For  we,  that  count  as  men,  have  sunk  so  low, 
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We  set  our  wives  to  labour,  eat  the  bread 

Of  children,  from  the  cup  of  misery  drink 

The  bloody  tears  that  we  still  cause  to  flow. 

Oh  !  shadowed  band  of  prisoned  womanhood 

That  weeps  beside  the  Waters  of  Dismay, 

Who  shall  unseal  the  heart  of  chivalry, 

And  let  the  fitful  wooing  of  the  strings 

Steal  through  the  silent  windows  of  your  soul 

And  bid  you  hope,  nor  beckon  to  despair  ? 

Has  Manhood  ceased  upon  these  later  fields, 

And  is  there  none  to  ransom  and  redeem 

Your  trafficked  lives  ?     Shall  Sorrow  glean  for  aye 

Within  the  grey  fields  of  your  destiny, 

And  England  live,  a  land  bereft  of  homes, 

Whose  weary  children  watch  the  shadows  fill 

The  shivering  streets  and  cry  themselves  to  sleep, 

E'er  yet  their  mothers,  they  that  bade  them  be, 

Flit  through  the  gaslight,  famished,  deadened,  dumb? 


XIII. 
SORROW'S    ELDEST   CHILD. 

IT  is  not  strange  to  me  that  men  who  feel, 
Looking  on  Life,  should  with  uplifted  hand 
And  eager  aim,  escape  unto  a  sleep 
Wherein  no  image  of  Earth's  pain  is  set, 
Nor  seas  of  blood  point  to  still  Isles  of  Grief: 
For  we  that  live  are  Sorrow's  eldest  child, 
Yet  born  e'er  Sorrow  had  forgot  to  hope, 
So  of  a  twofold  nature,  not  content 
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To  gaze  for  ever  on  stark  prison  walls, 

Who  in  our  dreams  hear  whispering  of  leaves, 

Speak  with  the  stars,  move  hand  in  hand  with  dawn. 

It  is  not  strange — nor  cross-road  cowardly  ; 

Yet  like  I  not  these  pale  ghosts  of  despair, 

Whose  hands  fall  listless,  whose  unspeaking  eyes 

Glimmer  in  veiled  silence  twixt  the  worlds. 

For  man  was  meant  for  deeds  of  enterprise, 

For  valiant  daring  and  the  quickened  pulse 

Of  high  endeavour,  fair  intrepid  worth, 

To  mark  his  pilgrimage  across  the  earth, 

To  fly  his  colour  to  the  mast  of  time, 

To  help  the  helpless,  lead  on  hopes  forlorn, 

To  live  undaunted,  drooping  not  his  eyes, 

Nor  fearing  fate,  nor  fleeing  circumstance, 

But  ever  fixed  on  victory  at  the  end. 

'Tis  so  God  willed — He  fashioned  us  to  fight, 

Not  in  red  coats  against  our  brother  man, 

The  pawns  of  Empire,  or  a  despot's  will, 

But  in  grey  lines  of  sober  Brotherhood 

Against  the  flaunting  evils  of  the  world, 

The  Cruelty  that  fastens  on  men's  lives, 

The  dread  brutality  that  hedges  Earth. 

A  fair  crusade  I  sing  unto  the  world, 

For  this  our  land  is  held  by  infidels 

Who  desecrate  the  green  fields  of  our  Lord, 

And  prison  in  a  grave  all  gentle  souls ; 

Come,  ye  that  listen,  rise  and  gird  your  swords, 

Win  back  the  fields  of  England  for  the  poor, 

Give  roses  to  your  children's  fading  cheeks, 

And  to  the  hearts  of  women  hope  again, 

Bring  back  content  unto  the  lives  of  men. 
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XIV. 
ANNO    DOMINI    1906. 

body  of  a  child  quite  cold  and  dead, 
JL     With  piteous  tiny  face  and  staring  eyes 
That  now  are  closed,  and  little  bones  that  seem 
To  pierce  the  fleshless  skin,  and  point  to  heaven 
In  protest  of  earth's  pain  :  a  little  child 
Blue-eyed,  straight-limbed,  a  head  of  shining  curls 
Dead  in  my  arms,  starved  here  in  England  now. 
Its  history  writ  in  simple  human  runes 
That  cannot  lie  ;  starvation  answers  "  Here," 
Red  murder  too,  for  'twas  not  lack  of  bread 
Nor  that  the  fount  of  nature  ceased  to  flow ; 
The  mother  when  she  heard  her  babe's  faint  cries 
Shut  up  her  breast,  threw  down  a  mouldy  crust 
To  starve  upon,  lest  this  her  child  should  live, 
And  cheat  her  of  six  solid  golden  pounds, 
Insurance  for  the  funeral  should  he  die, 
So  says  the  law,  but  she  was  lawyer  too, 
And  spent  it  in  the  equity  of  drink. 
Then  for  three  days  she  in  a  laboured  swoon 
Kept  festival  within  the  courts  of  death, 
The  empty  coffin  of  a  murdered  child. 
Men  speak  of  motherhood  with  honest  pride  ; 
Look  at  it  now,  bloated,  obscene,  unwashed, 
Filled  with  raw  stertorous  breath  and  drunken  fumes, 
Crusted  with  vermin,  itching  to  the  quick. 
We  of  the  Simian  line  of  ancestry, 
Whose  pedigree  goes  back  unto  an  ape, 
And  family  was  founded  in  a  tree, 
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Look  from  our  swinging  heights  with  cold  disdain 

Upon  the  beasts  that  perish  in  the  field, 

Their  only  weapon  instinct,  while  to  us 

Nature  has  given  both  reason  and  a  soul ; 

And  yet  the  stolid  oxen,  silly  sheep, 

Mares  in  the  boxes,  bitches  in  the  straw, 

Know  more  of  motherhood  than  that  foul  blot, 

Their  souls  are  whiter,  they  are  nearer  God. 

Poor  fledgling  souls  that  leave  our  English  shores 

In  thousands  yearly  for  the  land  beyond, 

I  hope  you  meet  in  some  bright  garden  space 

With  flowers  to  win  a  dimple  in  your  cheeks 

And  toys  to  light  the  laughter  in  your  eyes  ; 

Here  on  the  bare  rock  of  the  earth  you  knew 

Nor  glance  of  love,  nor  touch  of  pitying  hand, 

And  so  your  stainless  souls  unfit  for  men 

God  took  unto  the  garden  of  Himself. 

There  with  the  angels,  children  like  yourselves, 

You  will  forget  the  shadow  and  the  pain 

That  make  men's  lives  ;  I  think  that  ye  are  blessed. 

When  in  the  silver  silence  of  the  night 

I  walk  long  leagues,  and  let  the  rippling  air 

Bring  quiet  to  the  fever  of  my  brain, 

Outworn  I  cease  the  conflict,  stand  quite  still, 

Until  the  waters  of  existence  sweep 

Faint  melodies  about  my  listening  soul ; 

Then  in  the  song  the  leaves  are  singing  low, 

I  think  I  hear  your  voices,  children  mild, 

The  sweet  bird-notes  of  children  piping  clear, 

And  I  am  comforted,  for  ye  are  dead. 
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XV. 

FLOTSAM. 

IN  this  frail  shell  a  woman  faced  the  world 
Who  once  was  young  and  beautiful  and  sweet, 
Now  she  is  old,  her  hair  beneath  the  gold 
Shows  grey  and  brittle,  and  her  shrunken  breasts 
Would  cool  methink  the  hottest  fire  of  lust ; 
She  is  not  sweet,  now  as  she  sleeps  in  death, 
This  lone  descendant  of  our  Mother  Eve, 
And  asks  a  disinfectant  for  a  friend. 
Tis  here :  now  gaze  and  feast  your  eyes  upon 
The  strange  red  circles  damasked  on  the  field 
Of  this  her  body,  by  man's  chivalry  ; 
In  very  truth  disease  has  laid  its  lips 
On  her  soft  rounded  mouth  and  festered  it, 
Eaten  the  tissues  of  her  snow-white  flesh, 
Routed  the  roses  from  her  cheek  of  shame, 
Filled  the  deep  pools  of  her  inquiring  eyes 
With  the  thick  film  and  mute  reply  of  death. 
She  was  a  harlot ;  this  is  harlotry. 
Men  burned  and  bought  her ;  fair  was  she  to  see 
And  fresh  as  dewy  wild  rose  in  a  lane, 
When  Spring  awakes  the  verdure  of  the  world, 
The  ardour  and  the  longing  of  a  man. 
Was  she  to  blame,  this  woman  of  the  streets  ? 
It  lies  not  with  a  man  to  throw  a  stone, 
For  women  are  what  men  have  made  them  be, 
And  man  is  born  of  woman  to  the  end ; 
So  let  her  sins  lie  buried  in  the  cold 
Of  earth's  last  silent  kiss  when  all  is  still. 
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Honest  she  was,  dishonoured  no  man's  name, 
Gave  of  herself  the  sole  dower  that  was  hers, 
Set  not  the  fence  of  marriage  'twixt  the  world 
And  a  long  line  of  brief  illicit  shames  ; 
Was  not  ungenerous,  loved  the  wine  of  life, 
The  sound  of  laughter,  and  the  twinkling  feet 
Of  merry  dancers,  till  disease  stepped  in 
And  beauty  fled  ;  so  was  her  kingdom  lost, 
The  army  of  her  lovers  borne  away, 
Some  with  fierce  curses,  sorry  broken  lives. 
Thus  slipped  she  through  the  varying  grades  of  ill, 
Her  very  face  forgotten  by  the  town, 
Her  brougham  sold  and  house  of  furniture, 
Her  pearls,  her  emeralds,  her  lace,  her  furs, 
While  she  herself,  the  ghost  of  what  she  was, 
With  rouge  laid  thick,  paraded  in  the  Strand, 
Drank  in  its  wineshops,  and  with  dull  hoarse  voice 
Offered  the  tainted  basket  of  her  wares. 
Then  came  she  here  to  this  poor  faded  den, 
An  eating  cold  within  her  trembling  bones, 
A  thirst  that  cried  aloud  from  out  her  throat, 
The  flames  of  hell  before  her  frenzied  eyes. 
Alternate  sweat  and  ice,  she  filled  the  night 
With  maniac  ravings,  startling  the  pent  airs 
That  beckoned  from  the  window  to  the  stars ; 
But  they  shone  in  the  silver  sea  of  night, 
Too  bright  enamoured  of  the  glistening  sands, 
Stretches  of  beach  with  folded  wings  of  birds, 
Islands  and  languorous  pools,  and  music  set 
Within  the  concave  shell  of  audient  air, 
To  see  the  lifted  hands  that  did  beseech 
Or  call  on  Death  to  hasten  his  white  steeds. 
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Oh  !  land  of  England,  shall  the  years  roll  on 

Until  the  startled  graves  give  up  their  dead 

And  Gabriel  sounds  the  muster  of  all  lands, 

Ere  these  your  daughters  cease  to  live  in  shame, 

Sap  out  your  strength,  weaken  your  manhood,  stretch 

The  cordon  of  disease  about  your  shores, 

So  that  your  children,  got  in  wedlock,  hide 

The  taint  of  scrofula  beneath  their  hair, 

And  bones  that  melt,  with  brains  unhinged,  unfit 

For  life's  hard  battle  !     England,  mother  ours, 

Wake  with  a  blast  of  fire  and  girdled  words 

Thy  sons  that  sleep  ;  if  there  be  manhood,  lo  ! 

Now  is  the  magic  hour  in  which  to  speak, 

To  act,  to  fight,  to  cut  this  living  sore 

From  the  great  body  of  the  commonwealth. 


XVI. 
THE    DOMAIN    OF   SPIRIT. 

THERE  is  a  land  from  out  the  deeps  of  Time 
Holden  of  Love,  the  fair  domain  of  Thought, 
Sealed  unto  virtue,  dedicate  to  God  ; 
Within  her  forests  man  may  muse  in  prayer, 
Upon  her  hills  in  meditation  stand, 
In  her  ripe  valleys,  where  Rest  sleeps  in  corn, 
Leave  labour  and  the  things  of  earth  awhile : 
It  is  the  kingdom  of  a  man's  own  soul. 
Open  to  serf  and  emperor  alike, 
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This  kingdom  of  a  city  not  of  hands 
Bids  no  man  guard  the  entrance  to  her  gates, 
Nor  proud  portcullis  blot  her  fairy  courts  ; 
For  she  is  on  a  hill,  that  men  may  rise 
From  out  the  mists  that  lie  upon  the  plains, 
And  seek  her  in  the  sunshine  where  she  gleams 
Regnant  above  the  trampled  fields  of  Wrong. 
Come  out  into  your  kingdom,  leave  the  dark 
Dens  of  the  valleys  where  you  sit  and  starve, 
Shadows  within  the  confines  of  a  shade, 
Pale  pensioners  that  wait  on  ghostly  boards, 
And  let  the  sunshine  steal  into  your  hearts 
And  make  you  ready  for  the  feast  of  God. 
He  doth  not  look  to  raiment  or  to  hands 
If  they  be  white  with  ease,  or  rough  with  toil, 
But  bids  you  on  the  strength  of  manhood  come 
And  drink  deep  of  the  crystal  cup  of  joy. 
If  ye  be  rich  He  will  not  shut  you  out, 
If  ye  be  poor  He  bids  you  welcome  still ; 
So  ye  be  brethren,  ye  are  all  the  sons 
Of  Him  that  is  the  Father  of  the  world. 
For  Love  that  is  the  white  rose  of  the  earth 
Grows  in  the  cottage  garden  sweet  and  fresh, 
The  dower  of  labour  that  is  lost  in  night, 
Grows  in  the  trim  parterre  of  shining  wealth, 
Grows  wild  in  English  hedgerows  by  the  nests 
Of  birds  that  sing  sweet  madrigals  of  life 
From  hearts  fulfilled  with  summer  melodies ; 
So  is  its  fragrance  shed  o'er  all  the  land, 
And  all  the  earth  is  covered  with  its  leaves. 
Thus  are  we  men  whom  Love  forbids  to  fear 
Kings  of  ourselves,  with  entry  to  a  realm 
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Wherein  the  bright  birds  of  our  thoughts  may  wing 

In  pleasant  airs  beneath  a  tranquil  sky, 

And  fancy  float  her  pinions  through  all  Time  : 

Knowledge  is  ours,  the  key  of  the  great  book 

Of  life  and  nature,  nought  is  hid  away 

That  men  may  know ;  the  ages  are  our  own, 

Their  story  hid  in  every  rock-hung  brook. 

Encircling  sea,  and  shells  beneath  our  feet, 

The  budding  hedgerow  and  the  winter  snows, 

Our  hearts  are  one  with  theirs,  our  sisters  they, 

So  are  we  armoured  'gainst  the  shafts  of  ill. 

What  though  in  wintertide  thin  gusts  of  wind 

Prick  with  pale  ice,  beat  searching  on  our  breast, 

And  bread  of  manna  drops  not  at  our  doors, 

Nor  leaping  flames  make  glad  an  empty  hearth, 

We  are  not  less  the  children  of  this  land, 

Nor  can  ought  kill  the  kingdom  of  our  mind, 

Nor  blot  from  out  life's  page  our  history. 

So  will  we  march,  we  who  have  made  the  name 

Of  this  our  heritage  from  out  the  sea, 

A  beacon  set  above  its  waters  grey, 

Undaunted,  for  we  men  are  of  the  soil, 

Whose  hands  have  ploughed  her  furrows,  grown  her 

corn, 

And  sailed  her  ships  to  the  lone  end  of  earth  ; 
Undaunted,  for  we  know  not  how  to  fear, 
Undaunted,  until  Death,  in  shadowy  robe, 
Beckon  us  onward  when  our  task  is  done. 
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XVII. 

THE    SON    OF    MAN. 

LONE  Son  of  Man  upon  the  slopes  of  Time, 
I  see  Thine  eyes  in  which  the  dawn  lies  hid, 
The  tenderness  that  sits  upon  Thy  lips ; 
And  though  two  thousand  years  with  weary  freight 
Lie  stretched  between  Thy  heart  and  those  that  beat 
In  the  sweet  vernal  air  of  England  now, 
Methinks  I  hear  Thy  voice  and  feel  Thy  tears ; 
For  "  Jesus  wept."     We  know  that  Thou  didst  weep, 
When  in  the  far-off  fields  of  Bethany 
Death's  shadow  smote  the  shivering  light  and  men 
Affrighted  stood  to  see  Love  borne  away ; 
So  Thou  didst  weep  in  that  all  men  to  Thee 
Were  brothers  in  their  weakness  and  their  strength, 
Laughter  and  tears,  swift  hopes  and  ashen  fears. 
Thus  o'er  the  earth  in  eager  pilgrimage 
Thou  walked,  the  gentle  friend  of  all  mankind, 
Healing  and  teaching,  telling  fairy  tales 
To  listening  children  nestling  to  Thy  side. 
Two  thousand  years,  and  we  of  earth  to-day 
Oft  like  Thy  lost  sheep  stray  from  out  the  fold 
Unto  the  trackless  mountains  of  desire, 
Or  deep  marsh-sinkings  of  our  misery  ; 
We  do  not  hear  the  Shepherd's  gentle  voice, 
We  do  not  sell  and  give  unto  the  poor, 
Nor  do  we  take  our  cross  and  follow  Thee  ; 
The  path  we  tread  is  not  of  sacrifice, 
The  goal  we  march  to  doth  not  lead  to  heaven, 
Thy  fair  commandments  have  we  trod  beneath 
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The  silken  slipper  of  adultery, 

Mankind  hath  all  turned  thief,  each  robs  the  fold 

Of  that  which  is  his  brother's,  and  we  love 

Nor  neighbour,  father,  little  child,  nor  friend  ; 

The  grey  world  mourns,  yet  hath  no  comforter, 

The  meek  are  not  inheritors  of  earth  ; 

We  hunger,  thirst,  but  not  for  righteousness, 

Nor  are  we  merciful  or  pure  in  heart. 

God  has  no  children,  if  the  peacemakers 

Be  all  that  call  Him  Father,  for  brown  earth 

Is  but  a  marching-ground  of  rival  camps 

Red  with  the  blood  of  battles,  rich  in  death. 

Lover  of  children,  bid  Thy  children  come 

And  gather  in  their  shyness  to  Thy  side  ; 

Teach  us  to  love,  fulfil  our  hearts  with  Thee ; 

Thou  art  the  light,  and  we  in  darkness  move, 

Thin  shadows  on  the  frontispiece  of  Time. 

Let  Thy  white  steps  make  plain  our  path  for  us, 

Lift  us  above  the  weariness  of  self, 

Teach  us  that  in  this  tutelage  of  earth 

It  is  not  gold  or  place  that  counts  for  good, 

But  the  grey  eyes  of  sacrifice  and  love. 

Dear  dreaming  toiler  of  those  other  days 

Thy  dreams  are  now  the  hope  of  half  the  world, 

Thy  pitying  love  has  spread  throughout  all  lands, 

Men  still  hang  breathless  on  Thy  visioned  words, 

And  many  lives  are  dedicate  to  Thee  ; 

Thy  kingdom  come ;  Lord,  bid  Thy  dreams  descend 

And  stand  in  shining  raiment  by  our  doors, 

So  may  we  found  a  Brotherhood  so  fair 

All  men  will  hasten  gladly  to  its  gate, 

Lift  up  their  hearts  to  Him  that  made  the  dawn, 
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Eat  of  that  bread  that  is  the  staff  of  Life, 

Work  in  the  fields  until  the  eventide, 

Watch  the  brown  acres  quicken  to  young  corn, 

The  harvest  sheaves  that  point  unto  the  moon ; 

At  nightfall  in  some  sweet  refectory 

Meet  for  the  evening  meal,  with  music,  dance, 

And  merry  tales  of  men  that  are  content ; 

So  may  we  live  in  joyance  on  the  earth, 

In  common  labour  and  in  common  rest, 

A  race  of  freemen,  gentle,  like  to  Thee. 


THE   END. 


SOME   SEPARATE  POEMS 
IN  BLANK    VERSE. 

THROUGH    MEADS   OF   ASPHODEL. 

TO-DAY  thou  art  quite  near ;  I  feel  the  sense 
Of  thy  dear  head  against  my  shoulder  pressed, 
Twice,  as  I  dreamed,  you  took  me  by  the  hand, 
Once  your  face  flashed  from  out  the  vine  leaves  gold, 
I  know  your  lips  are  near  me  as  I  walk 
In  a  glad  trance,  through  meads  of  asphodel ; 
You  and  the  spring  are  both  my  guests  to-day. 
Awake,  my  heart,  from  thy  long  winter  sleep, 
And  think  no  more  of  cold  and  bitter  winds, 
Of  fallen  leaves,  or  sorrow's  sad  grey  plumes  ; 
Think  Love  has  come  to  thee  on  shining  wings 
Lone  in  the  track  of  April's  silver  ship  ; 
Let  us  forget,  my  heart,  that  she  no  more 
Will  nestle  her  fair  body  to  thy  side, 
Uplift  the  dreaming  wonder  of  her  eyes, 
Speak  from  her  heart  the  music  of  herself; 
Think  she  is  nigh,  and  all  the  past  a  dream, 
As  empty  as  the  dreams  wherein  she  comes 
And  visits  us  in  our  still  misery, 
Making  our  loneliness  more  lonely  seem, 
When  from  the  glamour  loosed  we  see  the  dawn 
Lift  its  grey  eyes  upon  a  world  of  tears. 
So  let  us  feign,  my  heart,  if  feigning  bring 
A  moment's  ceasing  of  our  ceaseless  pain, 
A  moment's  hope  to  us  that  hopeless  be, 
Love  for  a  moment  in  our  shadowed  lives : 
For  where  she  is  no  shadow's  stain  may  rest 
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To  dull  the  dimples  of  her  girlish  joys, 

She  is  all  sunshine,  with  a  wealth  of  flowers 

To  deck  the  deeps  of  sorrow  with  a  smile ; 

No  languid  pool  is  her  fair  broidered  soul ; 

But  a  glad  stream  that  laughs  the  meadows  through 

As  it  falls  softly  to  the  waiting  sea. 

So  let  thy  shadows  flee,  poor  heart  of  mine, 

That  beats  and  aches  since  Time  was  yet  begun, 

And  kiss  the  sunlight  of  her  shining  hair, 

Wrap  thou  her  tresses  round  thy  bruised  form 

And  let  thy  sorrows  sink  into  the  pool 

Of  her  far  infinite  eyes  no  man  can  know, 

Nor  plummet  thrown  from  hand  of  any  sound  ; 

She  is  a  river,  be  my  heart  the  sea, 

She  laughs  and  weeps,  stretch  forth  thy  myriad  arms. 

A   CITY   OF   TO-DAY. 

A   FRAGMENT. 

SO  prayed  I,  and  the  dumb  lethargic  years 
Rubbed  their  dull  eyes,  and  felt  the  misty  rain 
That  wrapped  a  city  in  a  shroud  of  tears ; 
A  funeral  city  founded  on  the  shore 
Of  a  dark  stream  of  putrid  filth  that  flowed 
In  foul  contagion  to  a  far-off  sea. 
For  miles  it  stretched  beneath  the  leaden  pall 
Of  poisoned  air,  belched  from  gaunt  chimney  towers, 
That  stood  like  sorry  sentinels  of  ill ; 
Vast  factories,  the  prisons  of  the  poor, 
Guarded  the  streets  in  naked  ugliness, 
While  hid  in  sordid  terror  of  the  light 
The  dreary  dwellings  of  the  workers  lay. 
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THE    DIVIDING    LINE. 

She.  If  only  you  had  faith  ! 

He.    I  have  in  you. 

She.  In  Jesus  Christ  who  washes  from  all  sin, 
In  God  who  gave  His  Son  to  save  the  world. 

He.    I  cannot  think  these  things. 

She.  Ah !  there  comes  in  the  pride  of  intellect ; 
The  Gospel  is  too  simple  for  the  wise, 
You  must  receive  it  as  a  little  child. 

He.    But  I  am  not  a  child,  nor  want  to  be, 
To  live  life's  leaves  of  sorrow  through  again. 

She.  I  think  that  sorrow  is  the  fruit  of  sin, 
And  His  blood  washes  every  stain  away  ; 
Receive  Him,  dear,  for  my  sake  whom  you  love, 
I  who  know  nothing  but  my  love  for  you. 
Your  heart  would  be  as  glad  as  is  the  dawn 
Free  from  all  vapours  of  the  plains  of  death ; 
A  river  of  content  would  rise  and  wash 
The  taint  of  melancholy  from  your  soul ; 
You  do  not  know  how  sweet  the  world  were  then. 
There  is  no  Knighthood  now,  but  you  should  be 
The  champion  of  all  honour,  clothed  in  white, 
And  I  would  follow  your  crusade  and  you 
To  the  still  Holy  Land  of  sacrifice ; 
The  poor  would  lift  their  bended  heads  like  flowers 
When  the  swift  dew  of  morning  shines  on  them, 
And  all  the  earth  is  radiant  with  God's  love. 

He.  A  journey  in  the  dawn  !  With  pilgrim  staves, 
Just  you  and  I  roaming  the  wide  world  o'er, 
With  love  to  be  our  playmate  in  the  day 
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And  love  to  be  our  lantern  in  the  night 
There  must  be  other  tidings  for  the  world 
Than  the  sad  story  of  the  Man  who  died. 

She.  And  rose  again  !  There  is  none  true  but  this  ; 
In  Adam  all  men  die,  in  Christ  shall  all 
Be  made  alive :  on  this  rests  all  our  hope. 

He.  I  should  not  care  to  underwrite  such  freight, 
Too  frail  the  barque  for  this  great  sea  of  doubt. 

She.  Tell  me  what  is  it  turns  the  light  to  dark, 
And  floats  a  broidered  pall  before  your  eyes  ? 
In  all  things  else  our  vision  is  as  one. 

He.  I  cannot  think  that  God  who  built  the  stars 
Lived  as  a  man  on  earth,  and  wept,  and  prayed, 
Or  lay  three  days  within  a  hollow  tomb. 
Nor  can  I  deem  the  twilight  of  the  world 
As  dawn's  swift  splendour,  sweet  though  twilight  be. 

She.  And  yet  your  soul  is  twilight,  fraught  with  fears, 
You  scarce  can  catch  the  echo  of  God's  feet 
As  he  goes  sandalled  through  the  haunts  of  men. 

He.  I  am  in  darkness,  yes,  but  not  so  dead 
To  all  that  makes  life's  music,  and  the  light 
That  dwells  in  quiet  spirits  like  your  own, 
As  to  believe  the  Father  of  the  hills 
Makes  hate  His  comrade,  sacrifice  the  fount 
Wherein  He  drains  the  troubled  tears  of  men. 
You  to  your  church,  I  to  the  haunts  of  Him 
Whose  spirit  walks  the  mountains,  fills  the  vales 
With  fragrant  violets,  and  red-ash  streams  ; 
Let  not  the  blind  October  of  my  leaves 
Startle  and  chill,  our  road  is  one,  but  you 
Carry  a  candle,  lit  at  Jesus'  shrine, 
While  I,  on  lonely  hillsides,  wait  the  stars. 
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A~i  deepening  seas  love  lone  and  waiting  lands, 
So  love  I  thee  that  waitest  me  alone; 
As  running  waters,  in  their  pause  between 
Faint  bluebells,  kiss  the  meadowlands,  so  I 
Linger  within  the  pleasaunce  of  thy  soul, 
Kiss  the  fair  buds  that  thy  enclosure  deck, 
Dream  on  the  sunny  slopes  of  thy  sweet  hills, 
And  as  night's  shadow  blots  the  world  of  men, 
Call  to  thy  deeps  and  whisper  in  thy  ear ; 
Whisper  in  broken  words  the  torrent  wild 
Of  my  swift  madness  rushing  to  thy  sea, 
Of  love  as  swift  as  kestrels'  downward  flight, 
Of  love  as  soft  as  the  grey  breast  of  doves 
That  shine  'mid  almond  blooms,  when  spring  unchains 
The  chequered  sunlight  and  the  souls  of  trees. 
You  do  not  leave  me  in  the  lonely  night, 
But  lift  your  lips  in  answer  to  my  cry, 
And  nestle  with  your  body  close  to  me, 
While  in  the  trackless  deeps  of  your  dear  eyes 
The  soul  of  love  shines  out  and  murmurs  "  Thou  ! " 
Then  are  poor  words  forgotten,  or  they  sleep 
Hushed  in  the  silver  tides  of  fleecy  night, 
So  comes  there  nothing  between  me  and  thee, 
And  my  lone  heart  anchored  within  thy  seas, 
Is  covered  with  the  shadow  of  thy  hair, 
Rests  and  revives,  and  breathes  the  limpid  breath 
Of  thy  white  presence,  love  that  art  my  life. 
For  thou  art  life  to  me  ;  without  thee,  Death 
With  its  grey  lips  were  welcome  to  the  feast 
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Of  my  tired  limbs,  and  soul  without  a  song. 

For  who  can  sing  if  she  he  loves  be  lost  ? 

Yet  Death  ne'er  droops  the  poppies  in  her  hand 

On  men  who  crave  the  red  sleep  of  her  flowers, 

The  white  sleep  of  the  lilies  of  her  brow. 

Thou  art  my  life,  and  all  the  world  to  me 

Is  but  the  image  of  thy  girlish  form. 

As  in  the  woods  I  wander  slow  at  dawn, 

I  see  thee  in  the  mist  of  moving  leaves, 

A  gentle  nun  sweet-kerchiefed  and  alone ; 

Then  are  my  thoughts  like  sable  penitents, 

And  foolish  fancy  paints  my  love  unkind, 

Yet  know  I  well  my  love  is  not  unkind, 

But  loves  me  in  the  shadow,  and  has  tears 

To  teach  the  heart  of  grief  how  sweet  tears  be  ; 

For  she  I  love  is  very  like  the  spring, 

A  crown  of  sunlight  o'er  a  fount  of  tears. 

When  through  the  curtained  mists  of  fading  dawn 

Day  looks  with  lips  of  laughter  and  of  mirth, 

I  catch  the  fleeting  garment  of  my  love 

As  she  speeds  lightly  down  a  verdured  aisle 

And  turns  and  looks  and  laughs  at  me  and  fades 

Into  the  green  of  inmost  sanctuary. 

Again  my  love  is  bending  o'er  a  stream 

Which  stops  to  glance  at  her  dear  face  of  flowers, 

And  hurries  with  its  message  to  the  sea, 

For  infinite  is  she,  the  maid  I  love. 

So  when  the  earth  is  folded  in  the  dream 

Of  noonday  haze,  my  love  still  lives  with  me ; 

She  sleeps  beneath  a  coverlet  of  flowers, 

The  drone  of  bees  makes  music  for  her  ears, 

The  birds  are  silent  lest  they  wake  her  thoughts, 
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My  heart  beats  gently  as  I  guard  her  dreams. 
Then  comes  the  hour  when  twilight  lifts  her  lids 
And  gazes  on  the  mystic  form  of  life 
As  I  gaze  ever  on  my  lady's  face  : 
Hers  are  the  maiden  steps  that  hush  the  meads, 
Hers  the  soft  hands  that  shut  the  eyes  of  flowers, 
Hers  the  still  voice  that  ripples  from  the  stream, 
Hers  the  white  soul  that  bids  the  stars  awake 
And  shine  from  out  the  meadow-lands  of  God. 
So  is  the  world  her  image,  and  for  me 
Life  is  the  utterance  of  one  woman's  soul. 


A    POET    AND    HIS    FRIEND. 

SCENE  :  Cambridge,  overlooking  the  "  Wilderness" 

Poet.  Play  me  some  old-world  melodies,  while  I, 
Watching  the  circuit  of  the  stars,  gain  peace, 
That  lies  so  lavish  in  the  lap  of  night. 

[A  pause  while  the  friend  plays. 
I  am  removed  long  leagues  from  the  lone  earth 
Into  the  fairy  land  of  poesy, 
Where  men  are  chivalrous  and  women  pure. 
Here  there  is  work  for  all,  none  wants  within 
The  fertile  valleys  of  this  equal  land, 
But  finds  some  labour  ready  to  his  use, 
And  eats  the  fruit  thereof  lest  hope  should  die  ; 
In  common  live  they  like  the  saints  of  old, 
On  bread  which  is  the  staff  of  life,  and  fruit 
That  hangs  in  purple  mist  from  sunlit  vines, 
Whereof  red  wine  is  pressed  to  glad  men's  hearts. 
Here  work  I  in  the  marble  sea  of  art, 
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And  carve  fair  images  of  all  things  fair, 

The  tender  grace  of  childhood,  and  the  tense 

Limbs  of  a  man  who  breaks  the  chain  of  wrong ; 

I  make  pale  terror  crouch  and  bid  shame  shrink 

An  outcast  in  the  grey  of  solitude  ; 

Hope  spreads  her  wings  for  me,  upborne  by  song, 

And  shakes  her  fluttering  dowry  o'er  the  land, 

So   that    men   wake  with    strange    and    new-found 

strength, 

Eager  to  meet  the  wide  assault  of  life, 
And  women  dream  of  prattling  children's  ways. 
Art  is  the  very  life-blood  of  the  world, 
Without  her  all  is  spiritless  and  dead  : 
To  walk  with  nature  and  to  sing  her  moods, 
To  watch  life's  voyagings  and  paint  her  ways, 
To  wander  o'er  the  face  of  trembling  deeps, 
Through  mountain  solitudes,  and  fields  of  corn 
Ripe  with  red  poppies  and  thin  golden  ears, 
This  is  to  live,  this  is  my  life,  my  work. 

Friend.  I  have  no  fairy  godmother  like  you 
To  weave  me  gifts  of  magic  phantasy, 
But  am  a  plain  man  moving  on  a  road 
As  others  move,  towards  a  journey's  end. 
The  crowd  is  ever  with  me,  men  and  things 
Enchain  my  thoughts,  and  pity  speaks  to  me ; 
My  heart  is  set  on  living  with  the  poor, 
Sharing  their  sorrows,  weeping  as  they  weep, 
No  better  housed,  no  better  clothed  or  fed, 
One  of  themselves,  outside  society  ; 
For  caste  is  as  a  tunnel  cold  and  drear 
That  narrows  into  darkness  and  foul  air. 
If  this  dread  burden  of  material  things 
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Which  breaks  the  back  of  youth  and  hope  and  joy, 
Be  ever  lifted  from  the  laden  earth, 
Ours  are  the  hands  to  loose  this  load  and  bring 
Mirth  with  her  bright  eyes  back  to  earth  again. 
And  yet,  alas !  my  hands  are  palsied,  struck 
With  the  grey  fear  of  doubt  and  things  long  dead. 
Mankind  is  languishing  for  lack  of  faith 
To  cleanse  its  spirit,  fire  its  courage,  set 
The  seal  of  hope  on  its  faint  destiny, 
And  I  am  empty-handed  while  men  starve, 
Have  no  white  bread  of  life  to  comfort  them ; 
The  river  of  my  faith  is  fallen  away, 
Sunk  in  the  quicksands  of  Theology. 

Poet.  I  cannot  grasp  this  strange  desire  of  creeds, 
Or  the  deep  sense  that  lives  within  your  heart 
Of  loss  and  desolation  when  faith  dies. 
Surely  the  world  is  greater  than  a  church, 
The  leaves  of  nature  more  than  any  book  ; 
So  I  may  live  where  dawn  is  not  shut  out 
By  the  dark  humours  of  a  city's  pest, 
So  that  my  hours  are  circled  by  the  sun 
And  twilight  looks  on  me  with  her  sweet  eyes 
As  night  spreads  out  the  shining  folds  of  sleep, 
Beliefs  to  me  are  vague  and  shadowy  things, 
Indifferent  as  I  listen  to  the  sea, 
Indifferent  as  I  tread  the  slopes  of  time, 
Indifferent  on  the  mountain-tops  of  God. 

Friend.  This  is  the  very  negative  of  faith, 
And  the  swift  tides,  that  sweep  the  shore  of  life, 
Seek  not  this  pole ;  a  man  is  what  he  thinks, 
The  child  of  faith,  and  poets'  silvery  dreams 
As  gossamer  in  hedgerows,  fairy-weaved, 
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Too  chill,  intangible  for  human  wear. 
Dawn  to  the  poor  and  the  diseased  and  sick 
Is  but  the  signal  of  renewed  distress, 
Struggle  and  sweat  in  some  dim-lighted  den  ; 
The  gracious  eyes  of  twilight  are  the  gloom 
Of  chilly  vapours  as  they  wend  their  way 
Across  some  refuse  flat  to  a  frail  home, 
Fraught  with  the  builders'  speculative  ill. 
The  slopes  of  time  are  overtime  to  them, 
They  do  not  listen  to  the  sounding  sea 
Nor  walk  upon  the  snowy  heights  of  God. 
And  so  it  is  that  I  am  sore  distressed 
Because  the  Bible  is  no  longer  lit 
With  the  loved  light  of  God's  eternal  truth, 
And  Jesus  Christ  is  not  God's  Son  for  me, 
Nor  do  we  know  if  we  shall  live  again 
When  death  has  looked  on  us  and  we  are  gone. 
Hopeless  myself,  can  I  bid  others  hope  ? 

Poet.  The  fable  of  Eve's  sin  and  pitying  God's 
Dire  anger  with  his  children,  until  Christ 
Came  down  and  suffered  on  the  cross,  methinks, 
Should  fill  with  horror  every  gentle  heart : 
I  can  conceive  no  fouler  blasphemy, 
No  graver  insult  to  the  Power  that  holds 
The  seas  within  the  hollow  of  His  hands, 
The  stars  as  jewels  on  the  shield  of  time, 
Sunshine  within  the  garden  of  the  earth, 
Mankind  as  children  playing  on  the  green. 
You  cannot  pen  the  myriad  of  God's  sheep 
In  one  thin  fold,  nor  write  with  a  great  blotch 
One  word  across  the  trackless  sea  of  thought. 

Friend.  Nor  save  men's  souls  without  a  message  clear. 


A   POET  AND   HIS   FRIEND  49 

'Tis  the  sweet  hope  of  immortality 

That  drives  despair  away  from  lives  that  sink 

Down  the  still  pools  of  misery  and  night. 

Poet.  If  men  would  turn  from  dreams  like  these 

and  face 

Life  squarely,  look  facts  in  the  face  and  find 
What  the  disease,  on  what  it  feeds,  ah !  then 
The  remedy  were  ready  to  their  hand ; 
'Tis  ignorance  and  self  that  keep  us  blind. 
The  lust  of  gold  is  eating  out  the  core 
Of  all  humanity,  the  curse  of  power 
Draws  all  men  to  its  desolated  hell ; 
Mankind  ne'er  showed  so  little  as  to-day. 
We  offer  to  the  poor  the  world  to  come, 
But  starve  them  of  a  patch  of  garden  here ; 
We  plant  sad  blooms  in  sorry  strips  wherein 
The  sun  ne'er  shines  nor  waters'  flashing  feet 
Walk  as  God's  spirit  in  the  garden  old, 
Then  wonder  that  the  wicked  plant  droops  down, 
Shines  not  upon  our  virtue,  dwindles,  dies ; 
The  gardener  in  black  stands  by,  unmoved, 
Murmurs  strange  words  and  bids  the  dead  flower  hope, 
Says  it  will  blossom  in  a  heaven  to  be ; 
The  pale  bud  watched  perchance  some  garden  fair 
Where  myriad  leaves  were  laughing  in  the  sun, 
But  no  flower  heeded  the  poor  outcast  there 
So  lonely  in  its  loneliness,  alone. 

Friend.  Life  is  but  death;  the  whole  world  tainted 
fraud. 

Poet.  Let  us  start  out  knight-errants  of  to-day, 
Live  with  the  poor,  live  as  poor  men  must  live, 
Study  their  needs,  the  simple  human  needs 
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That  make  men  brothers ;  you  shall  work  and  pray 

While  I  sing  songs  to  cheer  their  loneliness. 

England  is  still  unspoiled,  our  pilgrimage 

Shall  wend  through  English  shires  by  English  streams; 

Two  gentle  palmers,  all  in  love  with  life, 

I  will  sing  blue-eyed  children,  clover  fields, 

And  the  bright  coronet  of  winding  lanes, 

Dog  flowers  for  diamonds,  dew  for  dreaming  pearls, 

And  twittering  birds  to  cheer  the  countryman 

As  he  goes  jocund  to  the  early  plough 

With  team  of  mild-eyed  horses  sauntering  slow. 

Friend.  You  speak  in  idylls:  where  is  the  plain  prose 
Of  work,  of  rescue  from  the  blight  that  brings 
So  many  souls  to  watch  the  tainted  flow 
Of  England's  river  darkening  to  the  sea  ? 
What  of  the  pale-faced  children,  shadowed  lives 
Of  women  slaved  to  labour  in  foul  dens 
Where  sweaters  ripen  to  a  pile  of  gold 
Red  with  men's  blood,  wet  with  the  rain  of  tears  ? 
I  want  an  army  of  bright  English  brains 
To  fight  the  hordes  of  selfishness  and  sin 
And  set  the  souls  of  little  children  free. 

Poet.  You  must  dig  deep  with  courage  for  a  spade 
If  you  would  find  the  remedy  for  these; 
But  now  we  will  leave  argument,  for  lo ! 
Dawn  lifts  her  quiet  eyes  and  looks  at  us  ; 
Soon  the  new  sun  will  paint  in  saffron  hue 
The  whispering  tree-tops  of  the  wilderness ; 
I  take  it  as  an  augury  of  good ; 
Hope  smiles  on  us ;  we  both  will  to  the  town, 
And  if  I  may  not  dwell  amid  the  hills 
My  songs  hall  bring  them  near  unto  the  poor. 


LYRICS 


AS    IN    A    DREAM. 

AS  when  the  earth  afaint  beneath  the  freight 
/~V  Of  sleeping  shades,  and  the  lone  fears  of  night, 
Lifts  up  beseeching  eyes  to  the  far  gate 
Through  which  the  silver  maiden  wends  her  flight, 
And  sees,  as  soft  beams  touch  her  haggard  face, 
The  troops  of  darkness  sink  into  a  mist 
Of  ghosts  that  tremble  into  whispering  trees 
Beside  pale  streams,  and  all  in  bridal  grace, 
The  virgin  moon  with  train  of  stars  that  list 
The  singing  of  her  soul,  the  murmurous  seas, 

So  I,  alone,  stooped  with  the  load  of  life, 

And  all  the  weary  trafficking  of  time, 

Seek  peace  a  moment  from  the  jostling  strife, 

The  respite  of  an  hour  from  earth's  dull  mime  : 

So  seek  I,  sweet,  the  sense  that  thou  art  nigh, 

Searching  the  picture  of  thyself  to  see, 

Looking  through  leagues  of  space  into  thine  eyes  ; 

Lulled  in  this  dreaming  I  can  hear  thy  cry 

Of  eager  gladness  as  I  gaze  on  thee 

With  all  the  rapture  of  a  sweet  surprise. 

We  have  no  need  of  words  to  tell  the  tale 
Of  the  rare  joy  of  meeting  once  again, 
I  see  the  flush  upon  thy  face  so  pale, 
I  feel  the  rushing  of  thy  blood  as  rain 
Upon  the  lonely  flower  of  my  despair, 
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The  desert  where  a  garden  used  to  be, 

The  drear  dead  emptiness  where  thou  art  not ; 

Thou  art  the  very  orchard  of  my  care, 

A  springtide  meadow  set  by  fate  for  me, 

The  daintiest  stem  within  earth's  flowered  plot. 

Come  then,  thy  hand  in  mine  that  I  may  feel 
Thou  art  quite  near ;  and  lift  thy  eyes  and  smile 
As  April  smiles,  when  tears  and  sunrays  steal 
Across  the  shadows  of  our  leaf-lit  isle  : 
Here  let  us  stay,  the  curtain  of  the  vine 
Will  weave  the  ardour  of  the  midday  sun 
Into  still  pools  of  green  and  shining  rest ; 
Be  this  our  couch,  thy  cheek  set  close  to  mine, 
And  dream,  oh  !  love,  our  life  has  but  begun, 
And  shows  no  shadow  on  its  visioned  crest. 

For  thou  art  beautiful  beyond  compare, 

And  I,  a  Greek,  worship  thy  beauty,  kneel 

In  twilight  reverence,  thou  art  so  fair 

The  swift  touch  of  thy  body  grief  can  heal  ; 

All  that  is  bright  thy  dimples  hold  for  me, 

All  that  is  true  I  see  within  thine  eyes, 

All  that  love  knows  lies  dreaming  on  thy  lip ; 

If  but  the  shadows  of  this  life  would  flee, 

And  leave  me  the  still  music  of  thy  sighs, 

I  should  not  dread  when  all  was  o'er,  Death's  grip. 

Speak  to  me,  sweet,  and  let  the  trembling  flood 
Of  thy  dear  voice  sweep  o'er  my  thirsting  fields, 
So  that  where  all  is  flowerless  a  white  bud 
Of  rare  content  may  spring,  as  pity  yields  ; 
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Yet  need  I  not  the  torrent  of  swift  speech, 
Nought  but  the  whisper  of  a  girlish  phrase 
To  tell  me  thou  art  mine,  rememb'rest  yet ; 
So  shall  thy  presence  my  dark  watches  teach 
To  count,  without  complaint,  the  sum  of  days, 
Ere  with  the  dew  of  heaven  my  eyes  be  wet. 

For  we  shall  meet  beyond  this  prison  cell, 

Where  no  dark  duty  shall  our  jailer  be, 

There  face  to  face  our  sorrows  we  will  tell, 

Poor  faded  leaves  in  pools  of  misery  ; 

We  shall  not  weep  the  fates  that  kept  apart 

Our  waiting  lives,  made  two  where  God  meant  one, 

But  from  the  casement  of  the  heavens  above 

View  earth's  lone  star,  and  beating  heart  to  heart, 

Know  the  sad  beads  of  life's  grey  rosary  done, 

And  rest  within  the  garden  of  our  love. 


TWILIGHT. 

SWEET  face  of  twilight  glancing 
From  fading  heavens  at  me, 
Oh  !  touch  my  lips  to  music, 
Hark  while  I  sing  to  thee. 

Lovelier  art  thou  than  any 

Thy  sisters  on  the  earth, 
Fair,  with  elusive  seeming, 

Shy  tears  and  woodland  mirth ; 
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A  dryad  of  leaf  frolic, 

Of  country  dance  and  green, 

As  from  the  glades  of  forest 
Steal  out  thy  steps  unseen. 

E'en  as  I  gaze  thou  leav'st  me, 
I  scarce  can  see  thee  now, 

Lone  herald  of  the  starlight, 
At  whose  faint  shrine  I  bow. 

Adieu  :  yet  ere  I  lose  thee 
Flash  love  across  the  deep, 

Then  close  thy  sad  eyes,  princess, 
Beneath  the  trees  of  sleep. 


POOR   LITTLE    GRAVE. 

POOR  little  grave 
That  I  have  never  seen, 
At  eve  my  sad  heart  flies 
A  mourner  to  thy  green  ; 
Poor  little  grave. 

Poor  little  son, 
That  knew  no  father's  care, 
I  see  thy  blue  eyes  yet, 
And  delicate  sad  air  ; 

Poor  little  son. 
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Dear  little  man, 

Through  all  these  waiting  years 
Thy  tender  form  I  see, 
White  through  a  mist  of  tears  ; 

Dear  little  man. 
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YE  limpid  airs  that  haunt  the  heath 
And  kiss  the  gold  of  gorse, 
Bury  in  purple  my  tired  heart 
And  body  of  remorse  ; 

A  new  heart,  crave  I,  summer  airs, 

The  body  of  a  child, 
So  bear  my  sorrows  on  your  wings 

To  some  pool-peopled  wild  ; 

There  in  the  grey  of  twilight  loose 

The  burden  of  my  ills, 
Leave  them  in  silence,  halcyon  airs, 

Drift  back  to  thy  sweet  hills. 
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TO   A   SEABIRD. 

SYMBOL  of  Light 
With  circling  flight, 
Child  of  the  outer  sea, 
An  earthling  I, 
Unmeet  for  sky, 

Ah  !  how  I  envy  thee. 

Thy  home  the  rocks, 
Where  ocean  shocks 

Make  music  in  the  caves, 
To  ledges  sheer 
Thy  white  wings  veer, 

Thou  messenger  of  waves. 

Above  the  deeps 
Thy  shadow  sweeps, 

Lone  vestal  of  the  sea, 
From  dawn's  glad  tides 
To  where  night  hides 

Thine  altar  home  from  thee. 

Plaintive  thy  song 
As  borne  along 

From  dark  gulfs  where  still  hosts 
Of  granite  blocks, 
In  serried  flocks, 

Stand  like  emmarbled  ghosts. 
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When  lost  seas  whirl, 
And  breakers  hurl 

The  timorous  dead  on  high, 
And  the  pale  moon 
In  drunken  swoon 

Dreams  that  the  dawn  is  nigh, 

From  out  the  dark 
An  emblem  stark, 

Thou  shinest  in  the  blast, 
Pale  pioneer, 
Untaught  of  fear, 

Sweeping  above  Time's  mast. 
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WHEN    DAPPLED    DAWN. 

WHEN  dappled  dawn  with  April  eyes 
Flees  from  the  forest,  Night, 
I  long  to  follow  in  her  steps 
Unto  the  fields  of  light. 

Then  come  the  stretched  wings  of  the  sea 
And  make  my  heart  their  nest, 

Singing  of  summer  solitudes 
Of  clear  and  rippling  rest. 

On  hillsides,  little  wandering  streams, 

So  joyous  seem  to  be, 
Methinks,  love's  heart  is  very  near, 

And  beckoneth  to  me. 


THE    FEVER   OF    MY    BRAIN. 

NIGHT  with  thy  pinions  wearied,  grey, 
That  trail  o'er  troubled  seas, 
Speak  to  my  shattered  soul  and  bid 
Me  drink  death's  bitter  lees  ; 

Bend  low  beside  the  water's  grave, 

Stifle  my  broken  cry, 
Wash  out  the  fever  of  my  brain, 

Sole  mourner  as  I  die. 
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THROUGH  THE  VALLEY  OF  THE 
SHADOW  OF  DEATH. 

AS  some  lone  traveller  who  at  toll  of  day 
-/x  Losing  his  path  through  a  forgotten  wood, 
Wanders  with  weary  feet  beneath  night's  hood, 
To  every  fitful  fear  an  eager  prey, 
So  for  long  years  of  brooding  ill  I  moved 
Faint  and  forgetful  save  of  ceaseless  pain, 
And  the  pale  hand  of  death  pressed  close  to  me ; 
In  the  deep  darkness  found  all  roads  unproved, 
So  drifted  dumbly  o'er  life's  shadowed  plain, 
And  knew  not  hour  from  hour  my  destiny. 

I  could  not  feel  the  sunshine  or  the  rain, 

The  earth  in  springtide  lacked  the  note  of  joy, 

E'en  ocean's  self  was  not  without  alloy 

As  it  swept  landwards  steeped  in  purple  stain  : 

In  daily  peril  lived  I  of  some  ill 

Which  with  a  blow  would  strike  my  reason  dumb 

As  God's  poor  natural  deaf  to  understand  ; 

If  only  He  my  fevered  brain  would  kill, 

My  limbs  that  trembled  and  my  spirit  numb, 

And  bury  deep  in  a  forgotten  land. 

My  fellow  man  I  did  not  dare  to  see, 
There  was  no  labour  my  sick  brain  could  do, 
Life  left  me  nought  but  Rosemary  and  Rue, 
Despair  alone  seemed  to  remember  me  ; 
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When  in  mid  life  one  sees  the  goal  draw  near 
Whither  with  eager  steps  long  years  have  pressed, 
And  knows  Fame's  chaplet  ready  to  his  hand, 
It  is  not  easy  to  withhold  a  tear 
From  the  pale  cheek  of  Failure,  scarce  confessed, 
Or  knowing  all  is  lost  be  not  unmanned : 

The  future  held  no  promise  in  its  hand, 

In  memory  the  past  seemed  full  of  bane 

Which  banished  all  the  good,  and  left  a  stain 

Of  deep  dejection,  hard  to  understand ; 

Fame  had  been  won,  I  thought,  before  the  blow, 

If  only  I  had  ridden  with  more  fire, 

Not  ambled  on  the  road  like  some  poor  priest 

Who  has  long  years  his  spirit-seed  to  sow, 

Who  does  not  wish  his  sorrel  nag  to  tire, 

Who  at  his  journey's  end  expects  no  Feast : 

In  Time's  worn  wallet  fitful  respites  came, 
A  day  perchance  would  pass  without  alarm, 
Or  wandering  slow  I  knew  a  snowdrop's  charm, 
And  felt  half  conscious  of  spring's  oriflamme  ; 
Then  missed  I  not  the  whirling  of  Life's  wheel, 
Nor  wept  because  no  part  was  left  for  me 
In  the  high  pageant  of  the  world's  bright  stage  ; 
My  burden  rather  that  I  could  not  feel 
Thy  presence  sweet,  oh,  gentle  poesy, 
Whose  music  could  of  old  my  griefs  assuage. 

The  calmest  moments  of  my  life  have  been. 
Spent  in  the  fairy  courts  of  Fancy's  dream, 
There  stretched  beside  a  fountain's  idle  gleam, 
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Lulled  by  the  music  of  its  waters  green, 

I  dreamed,  as  roses  dream,  through  midday  heat ; 

The  world  without  was  faded  all  away, 

It  seemed  to  me  a  far-off  shadowland, 

I  could  not  hear  the  echo  of  Time's  beat, 

Or  know  if  it  were  twilight  or  if  day, 

So  strange  the  ecstasies  that  held  my  hand. 

Thus  as  years  sped  the  discord  of  my  days 
Grew  fainter,  and  new  melodies  arose 
Fragrant  and  sweet,  as  some  fair  English  rose 
Growing  unseen  within  a  garden  maze ; 
The  waves  of  this  sweet  singing  drove  away 
Lone  mists  long  settled  on  my  tired  heart, 
And  I  felt  young  again,  and  knew  such  joy 
As  children  know  on  summer  holiday  ; 
Perchance  'mid  men  I  still  might  play  a  part, 
Thus  I  was  happy  as  a  careless  boy. 

So  glad  it  was  to  see  the  light  again, 

To  feel  that  nature  was  alive  not  dead, 

To  know  that  earth  and  ocean  still  were  wed, 

To  hear  the  rustling  of  the  silver  rain ; 

In  every  book  to  find  a  long-lost  friend, 

In  every  face  a  look  of  human  cheer, 

In  all  God's  acts  a  joyous  theme  for  praise  ; 

Life  was  so  glad  I  cared  not  what  the  end, 

So  I  might  live  throughout  those  summer  days 

Which  to  my  listening  soul  brought  heaven  near. 

I  knelt  hard  by  the  altar  at  Thy  feet, 

And  with  glad  heart  of  tears  Thy  praises  sang, 
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It  was  as  if  the  bells  of  nature  rang 

Swift  paeans  to  my  glad  heart's  eager  beat ; 

I  prayed  that  Thou  shouldst  give  me  length  of  days, 

I  prayed  for  purity  of  heart  to  see 

The  living  wonder  of  the  Earth  and  Man  ; 

The  sun  shone  through  a  purple  window's  rays 

Liquid  with  promise  of  the  time  to  be, 

And  my  heart  knew  Thou  hadst  removed  the  ban  : 

For  all  the  pain  and  shadow  that  is  past, 
For  weary  nights  of  never-closing  eyes, 
For  troubled  days  of  solitude  and  sighs, 
For  the  fierce  iron  hand  that  held  me  fast, 
I  thank  Thee,  in  whose  bosom  sleep  the  stars, 
Beneath  whose  feet  the  tides  of  Time  are  set, 
Within  whose  hand  the  deep  blue  waters  gleam  ; 
Thou  know'st  the  limits  of  Life's  sea-washed  bars, 
Thou  knowest  when  to  aid  and  when  to  let, 
Thou  know'st  how  dark  and  pitiful  my  dream. 


A    BLOT. 

a  blot  upon  your  'scutcheon 
-L     That  blood  will  not  wipe  out, 
There's  a  stain  upon  your  honour 
That  turns  your  Arms  to  rout ; 
Red  hills  of  slaughtered  savages 
Add  nothing  to  your  name, 
So  long  as  English  children  starve 
You  are  a  land  of  shame ; 
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So  long  as  these  your  sons  are  bent 

In  twain  your  wealth  to  seek, 

So  long  as  English  rookeries 

With  filth  and  foulness  reek, 

So  long  as  blatant  power  stalks  by 

To  batten  on  the  poor, 

Your  very  life  is  eaten  through, 

Nor  God  Himself  can  cure. 


AN    EARWIG   AND   A    ROSE. 

AsT  earwig  viewed  a  rose  of  joy, 
Fair  was  the  rose  to  see, 
So  covertly  he  asked  the  flower 
His  playfellow  to  be. 

The  rose  was  wooed,  the  rose  was  won, 

But  in  his  garden  set, 
Withered  and  drooped,  its  heart  alone, 

Its  leaves  with  tear-drops  wet. 

A  rose  that  wept  and  drooped  and  sighed 
No  earwig-knight  could  stand, 

It  was  not  for  a  flower  like  this 
His  chivalry  had  planned. 

"  I  found  you  in  the  streets,"  he  said. 

"  A  lie  ?     Well,  the  next  door. 
Now  you  can  bundle.     What !  you  won't  ? 

Good  God  !  a  weeping  whore !" 

F 


66     RED   BLOOM   THAT   RESTS   MY   LIFE 


FOR   HER   SAKE. 

O'ER  a  dull  stretch  of  sea, 
At  the  knell  of  the  day, 
A  ship  sweeps  her  sails 

In  the  deep-fathomed  grey, 

And  my  heart,  a  lone  seabird, 
Flies  cold  in  the  wake 

Of  the  shadowy  ship, 

For  her  sake,  for  her  sake. 


RED    BLOOM   THAT   RESTS 
MY   LIFE. 

RED  bloom  that  rests  my  life, 
Whose  eyes  of  dusky  fire 
Flash  out  as  soft  as  sleep, 
Speak  with  the  hurried  lyre 

Of  passion's  whitest  wand, 
Rest  till  the  faint  stars  sigh, 

Dream  through  the  hours  of  heat, 
Stay  till  the  dawn  is  nigh. 


A   BROKEN   TOY  67 

I  love  thy  waiting  lips, 

And  lids  of  tender  snow ; 
I  love  thy  sweet  May  blooms 

That  tempt  my  spirit  so  ; 

Languid,  thy  even  breath 

Wafts  me  to  dreaming  strands, 

Awaked,  with  ocean  force, 
I  sweep  thy  kindred  lands. 


A    BROKEN    TOY. 

WHEN  you  were  a  dear  little  maiden 
And  I  was  a  careless  boy, 
The  earth  was  with  flowers  laden, 

And  Life  was  our  newest  toy, 
When  you  were  a  shyest  maiden, 
And  I  was  a  laughing  boy. 

Now  you  are  grown  up  with  a  sweeping 
Lace  train,  and  bent  eyes  so  coy 

I  never  can  catch  them  peeping 
At  this  poor  sailor  boy, 

And  I  sometimes  dread,  my  darling, 
Lest  life  be  a  broken  toy. 
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FAME. 

FAME,  at  whose  shrine, 
This  beating  heart  and  I 
Have  through  long  waiting  years 
Watch  night-tides  die  ; 

Looked  up  with  pale 

And  eager  face  to  see, 
If  any  white  bloom  sped 

From  heaven  to  me  ; 

Stood  silent  as 

Blatant  success  stalked  by, 
Nor  let  my  own  soul  hear 

Life's  broken  sigh  ; 

Scorned  all  but  best, 

Looked  not  for  mean  applause, 
Let  not  red  gold  lure  on, 

Nor  idle  straws ; 

Thou  wilt  not  leave 

Me  lone  for  aye,  I  ween, 

But  touch  to  music  where 
Despair  hath  been. 
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EATER   OF    ROCKS. 

T7  ATER  of  rocks, 

-1— >     Whose  serpent  locks 

Hold  the  crushed  earth  in  coil, 
Within  whose  deeps 
A  spectre  reaps 

The  harvest  of  life's  spoil, 

Thy  face  of  glass, 
O'er  which  ships  pass, 

Is  smiling  as  a  girl's, 
When  from  above 
The  kiss  of  love 

Startles  her  golden  curls. 

Like  her  blue  eyes 
You  hold  the  skies, 

But  dead  men  are  thy  food, 
Their  bodies  white 
Thou  clutchest  tight, 

To  their  cold  mouths  imbued. 

A  russet  belle 
Of  sand  and  shell, 

Waits  for  thee  night  and  day, 
At  every  tide 
A  glistening  bride, 

Thy  gradual  loves  to  sway. 


7o  EATER   OF   ROCKS 

In  caverns  dim 
Where  jewels  rim 

A  coronet  of  sheen, 
Sweet  laughing  waves 
Sing  o'er  the  staves 

Of  melodies  unseen. 


When  seabirds  flash, 
And  breakers  crash 

Like  shivered  globes  of  stone, 
When  night  lets  down 
Her  window  frown 

And  thy  heart  is  alone, 

Fresh  treacheries, 
New  lecheries, 

Invade  thy  phantom  gloom  ; 
Thy  kingdom  thrives 
On  murdered  lives, 

Thou  trembling  slave  of  doom. 


WHERE   DAISIES   SLEEP  7! 


ERE    THEY    PARTED. 

NOW  that  the  past  is  dead, 
If  death  there  be, 
Now  that  thy  spirit  asks 
Not  love  of  me  : 

Here  where  the  sudden  swell 

Of  passion's  sea 
Sinks  o'er  the  pale,  ribbed  sand 

Forgetting  thee : 

One  word  and  one  alone 

I  ask  to  live, 
Canst  thou  not  guess,  oh  !  love  ? 

'Tis  but — Forgive. 


WHERE    DAISIES   SLEEP. 

WHERE  daisies  sleep 
There  would  I  weep, 
For  thou  art  cold, 
Where  shadows  dream 
Beside  a  stream, 

My  heart  grown  old. 


72  IN   YOUTH 

Ere  youth  had  died 
We  Fate  defied, 

My  love  and  I, 
Now  thou  art  fled, 
Tears  are  my  bed, 

I  long  to  die. 


IN    YOUTH. 

ENEATH  the  hills 
The  echoes  wake 
Time  and  sweet  love 
For  her  dear  sake  : 

The  bells  a  song 
Of  passion  sing, 

And  sudden  seas 
Their  rapture  fling. 

On  her  and  me, 
That  in  the  whirl 

Of  madness  flung 
The  flag  unfurl 

Of  love  that  lives, 
Of  bodies  prone, 

Of  dreams  that  speak 
To  us  alone. 


IN   YOUTH  73 

As  snow  her  breast, 

Her  limbs  a  fire 
That  needs  no  voice 

Of  poet's  lyre. 

Let  wisdom  smile, 

Let  earth  grow  cold, 
Let  faction  shout 

And  maids  be  sold, 

Still  in  the  deeps 

Of  things  that  be, 
My  love  and  I 

Beyond  shall  see 

A  land  of  dawn, 

A  dell  of  flowers, 
And  love's  white  hand 

At  rest  in  ours. 


74  STRIFE 


STRIFE. 

I  HEAR  the  bitter  strife  of  seas 
Far  out  upon  the  shore, 
The  haunting  cry  of  maddened  winds 
Sweeping  the  wide  world  o'er  ; 

Fiercer  than  is  the  water's  beat, 

More  cruel  than  the  blast, 
Are  the  dark  angels  of  despair 

That  prison  me  so  fast. 

At  birth  of  dawn  the  sea  shall  lie 

A  blue-eyed  child  at  rest, 
The  winds  like  wandering  birds  return 

At  eventide  to  rest ; 

But  'mid  the  war  of  elements 

That  wages  in  my  soul, 
Shall  come  no  flag  of  truce  till  Death 

His  passing  bell  doth  toll. 


DESOLATE  75 


SET    IN    ETERNAL   SLEEP. 

YE  crested  seas  of  shining  white 
That  sweep  so  lone  and  drear, 
Are  ye  indeed  the  sons  of  Dread, 
The  body-guard  of  Fear  ? 

Do  serpents  with  their  sinuous  steps 
Make  of  thy  heart  a  home, 

And  in  the  dim  isles  of  your  deeps 
Fashion  a  glistening  dome? 

Methinks  the  darkness  of  your  grave 
Round  which  white  spectres  sweep, 

Is  but  the  cold  heart  of  my  love 
Set  in  eternal  sleep. 


DESOLATE. 

EARTH,  thou  art  fraught  with  fears, 
Thy  craven  heart  stands  still, 
As  haggard  night  lies  down 
Upon  the  hill. 

Thy  voices,  these  poor  winds, 

With  hopeless  pleading  cry, 
Yet,  earth,  thou  art  not  lone, 

And  desolate,  as  I. 


76  RAIN    IN   SPRINGTIME 


RAIN    IN    SPRINGTIME. 

T3  USTLE  the  leaves, 
J-  V  Shine  on  the  eaves, 

Glance  in  the  flowers'  face, 
Rivers  of  dew 
Glimmering  through 

Mute  fields  of  shining  grace. 

Where  is  your  home, 
Whence  do  you  come, 

What  is  your  burden  here  ? 
From  cloud-land  we 
Are  sent  to  thee 

To  bring  a  trembling  tear. 

Why  do  you  bring 
From  ether's  ring 

A  tear  for  my  tired  heart  ? 
On  earth  we  need 
Not  grief  to  lead 

When  we  from  love  must  part. 

Our  tears  above 
Are  stars  of  love, 

We  weep  for  joy  alone  ; 
Ah !  lack-a-day, 
We  will  away, 

And  sunshine  shall  atone. 


THE   MOON  77 


TO   GILBERT. 

DEAR  little  son 
With  eyes  of  blue, 
A  tender  heart 
God  gave  to  you  ; 

Your  mother's  heart 

Of  gentle  love, 
With  pity  for 

All  things  that  move  : 

There  is  no  gift 

More  rare  than  this, 
So  keep  it  dear  : 

Good-night, — one  kiss. 


THE    MOON. 

THAT  silver  lamp,  men  call  the  moon, 
Shines  from  the  cave  of  night, 
And  smites  the  bosom  of  the  deep 
Into  snow  fields  as  white. 

As  the  stretched  wings  of  the  lone  God, 
From  whose  heart  flows  the  stream 

Of  men,  and  moons,  and  glistening  seas, 
Of  sleep,  and  Death's  still  dream. 
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ALONE. 

THE  wail  of  a  year  that  is  dying, 
The  tears  of  a  day  that  is  dead, 
The  cry  for  a  love  that  is  buried, 
The  pain  of  a  heart  that  has  bled. 

I  sit  in  my  lonely  chamber 

And  hearken  the  winds  that  sing 

A  song  that  is  born  of  sorrow, 
The  dismal  shiver  and  swing 

Of  trees,  which  bare  of  their  flowers, 
Stand  dread  'gainst  the  cold  grey  sky, 

And  I  would  that  my  life  had  left  me, 
That  I  from  myself  might  fly. 

For  my  heart  lies  crushed  and  broken, 
The  stream  of  my  grief  is  at  flood, 

And  the  early  hopes  of  boyhood 
Lie  pale  as  yon  fallen  bud. 

The  wail  of  a  year  that  is  dying, 
The  tears  of  a  day  that  is  dead, 

The  cry  for  a  love  that  is  buried, 
The  pain  of  a  heart  that  has  bled. 


A   SEA   SONG 


A   SEA   SONG. 

SHEEN  and  sleep, 
Sheen  and  sleep, 
Sing  me  thy  song,  oh  !  sea. 
Rocks  are  steep, 
Grey  clouds  sweep, 

What  shall  I  sing  to  thee  ? 

Sing  of  birth, 
Sing  of  earth, 

Sing  of  thy  waters  flow : 
Earth  was  born 
Lone,  forlorn, 

Myriad  years  ago. 

Tide  and  time, 
Tide  and  time, 

Teach  what  thy  musings  tell 
In  every  clime 
An  idle  rhyme 

We  sing  to  Ocean's  bell. 


79 
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CONFESSION. 

OH  !  God,  my  heart  is  full,  my  heart  is  full : 
Hopes  which  have  slept  long  years 
Beneath  my  earth-grown  soul, 

Have  welled  up  in  a  sweetest  flood  of  tears. 

I,  Thine  own  child,  who  long  have  wandered  faint, 

Afar  on  sin's  lone  strand, 
Have  left  the  clouds  beneath, 

And  in  the  dawn-light  found  a  Father's  hand. 

To  some  Thy  speech  is  heard  in  martyr  creeds, 

Others  in  mountain  rills 
Catch  the  faint  echo  of 

Thy  footsteps  as  they  light  the  far-off  hills. 

But  me,  the  son  of  discord  and  of  pain, 

Beaten  in  life's  rude  race, 
'Tis  music's  flood  alone 

Can  lift  me  through  the  starlight  to  Thy  face  ; 

Fill  with  high  longings,  pure  as  childhood  is, 

Such  as  Thou  wouldst  I  knew, 
When  every  sea  is  still, 

And  Death  holds  nothing,  and  I  know  Thee  true. 


TO   ADELE  81 


TO   ADELE. 

TT  7  HAT  shall  I  sing,  Adele, 
•  *      That  may  not  be 

Too  bold  for  maiden  ear 
Yet  true  of  thee  ? 

Thine  eyes — dim  pools  of  sleep- 
Swift  fire  withal, 

Thy  lips  of  laughter,  meet 
Blind  love  to  call  ; 

With  curls  to  bind  his  limbs 

In  shadowed  gleam, 
A  heart  to  touch  his  own 

When  night-tides  dream 

Along  life's  drowsy  shore, 

And  all  is  still, 
Save  where  within  two  hearts 

Love's  raptures  thrill. 


82  NOT   SYRINX 


NOT  SYRINX. 

SWEET  Syrinx  that  was  loved  of  Pan, 
The  satyr-singer  cruel, 
Whose  coyness  but  inflamed  the  more, 
And  gave  his  fires  fresh  fuel, 

A  reed  hard  by  the  river's  edge 

Diana  pitying  made  thee, 
But  he  espied  and  plucking,  laughed, 

As  into  pipes  he  frayed  thee. 

The  maid  I  love  is  nowise  Greek, 
Nor  Syrinx  is  her  name  sweet, 

Only  she's  made  my  life  a  song, 
My  heart  a  music  flame-beat. 


A   STUDY   IN   GREY  83 


A   STUDY   IN   GREY. 

THE  grey  gloom  of  the  water  plains 
Flecked  with  serrated  lines 
Of  dark  upheavals,  shadow  tints, 
Where  far  the  hill  inclines, 

Itself  a  mist  of  nether  grey, 

Nor  tangible  nor  cloud, 
But  a  pale  pall  horizonwards 

The  dim  dead  world  to  shroud : 

The  drear  dull  mists  have  drenched  my  soul, 

My  heart  lies  dead  in  me, 
The  smoke  cloud  fades,  the  red  line  dims, 

There  is  no  word  from  thee. 


84        WHERE   THY   LONE    RUSHES   LIE 


WHERE   THY   LONE   RUSHES   LIE. 

NIGHT  with  thy  cloud-girt  edge  of  trees 
And  river's  limpid  cry, 
I  would  that  all  my  griefs  were  sunk 
Where  thy  lone  rushes  lie  ; 

Or  folded  in  thy  silver  seas 

In  which  the  stars  are  set, 
Close  by  the  drowsy  fields  of  sleep 

And  Death's  grey  rivulet. 

Is  there  within  thy  meadows  wan 

A  soul  that  wails  for  thee  ? 
Do  wild  eyes  by  thy  portals  shine 

As  madness  waits  for  me  ? 

Leave  them,  ah  !  gentle  Night,  draw  near, 

Let  but  thy  shadowed  hair 
Shut  the  grey  pallor  of  my  soul 

From  life's  fierce  fever  glare. 


'TWAS   NIGHT,    THE    RHYTHMIC   BEAT    85 


NO  MORE  THE  WORLD  SHALL 
TEMPT  ME. 

NO  more  the  world  shall  tempt  me, 
From  this  hour 

'Mid  passion's  storms  I'll  stand 
A  sea-girt  tower : 

Heaven,  be  thou  mistress  hence 

Until  the  end, 
Let  conscience  kill  desire, 

And  God  defend. 


'TWAS   NIGHT,    THE    RHYTHMIC 
BEAT. 

TWAS  night,  the  rhythmic  beat 
Of  love  was  nigh, 
And  life  like  a  kissed  flower 
Forgot  to  sigh : 

Swift  passion  with  pale  cheek 

Was  warm  to  woo, 
But  Mignon  she  was  cold 

Compared  to  you : 


86  LIFE   IS   A  JEST 

Our  lives  like  to  a  flower 
Burned  sweet  and  red, 

Thou  wert  a  flower  thyself, 
And  flowers  thy  bed. 


LIFE    IS   A   JEST. 

I  AND  mankind  my  neighbour, 
Play  all  day  long  at  a  game, 
We  both  grow  a  little  weary, 
The  cards  are  ever  the  same. 

Fate  deals  us  a  dozen  roundly, 

We  look,  but  there's  nought  to  see, 

A  dozen  bits  of  pasteboard, 
A  blank  for  the  world  and  me. 

So  we  build  us  each  a  card  house, 
Great  men  add  a  tower  thereto, 
Take  their  coronets  out  of  their  cupboards, 
And  wonder  what  next  to  do. 

Then  a  window  by  chance  is  opened, 
And  a  curious  wind,  called  Death, 

Floats  the  cards  into  ruined  nothings, 
And  makes  a  grave  of  our  breath. 
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A    LOVE    SONG. 

r  I  AHE  winds  are  singing  to  the  trees 

As  waves  sing  to  the  sea  ; 
I  would  that  thou  wert  here,  dear  heart, 
To  sing  to  me. 

My  heart  would  listen  as  the  leaves, 

And  tremble  at  the  note 
Of  thy  sweet  song  ;  my  lips  awake 

To  kiss  thy  throat. 

Come  with  the  winds  across  the  sea, 

Forsake  thy  island  home, 
Stretch  forth  thy  hand  ;  my  spirit  waits 

In  silvered  foam ! 


88  DARK-HAIRED   THOU   ART 


FAREWELL. 

FAREWELL,  my  love, 
Oh !  love,  farewell 
To  thy  dear  face  of  flowers, 
Yet  ere  the  night 
Blot  out  the  light, 

Love's  lone  hillside  is  ours. 

To  thee,  my  love, 
Oh !  love,  to  thee 

My  eager  tides  are  set, 
Sweet  trembling  rose 
That  shalt  not  close 

Until  dawn's  dews  be  wet. 


DARK-HAIRED   THOU   ART. 

DARK-HAIRED  thou  art, 
Yet  fair  to  see, 
In  this  lone  room, 
Love,  loved  of  me  : 

'Tis  winter-tide ; 

Without,  the  snows 
A  covering  make 

For  all  that  grows  ; 


DARK-HAIRED   THOU   ART  89 

A  homeless  wind 

In  pity  cries, 
Then  in  the  elms 

Lone,  shivering,  dies. 


But  here  within, 

The  red  flames  seek 
Within  thy  hair 

A  golden  streak. 

Thy  eyes  are  soft, 
Dear  maiden  mine, 

Thy  little  hands 
Like  roses  twine. 

Though  Time  may  rob 
The  orchard  bare, 

And  thou  no  more 
Be  mine  to  wear, 

Sweet  lips  where  wine 
And  flame  are  met, 

Your  seal  upon 
My  life  is  set. 


go   THOU  DREAMING  WOMAN  OF  THE  EARTH 


IN    SICKNESS. 

FEARSOME,  tremulous, 
Not  a  very  easy  thing 
To  fight  life's  battle  thus  : 

Body  meet  for  Death, 

Not  a  very  cheery  thing 

To  laugh  and  draw  life's  breath 

Sword  above,  blurred  brain  : 
Not  a  very  simple  thing 
To  pray  and  hide  the  strain. 


THOU    DREAMING   WOMAN    OF 
THE    EARTH. 

THOU  dreaming  woman  of  the  Earth 
With  eyes  so  full  of  tears, 
That  on  thy  braided  head  dost  bear 
The  shining  vase  of  years, 

I  would  that  high  above  some  vale 

Where  singing  waters  flow, 
Thou  and  my  wearied  heart  might  sleep 

Beneath  primeval  snow. 
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SLEEP,    SEA,    YET    RIPPLE    ON. 

SLEEP,  sea,  yet  ripple  on 
Close  by  thy  echoing  caves, 
Within  whose  shadows,  green-eyed  deeps 
Whisper  of  sandalled  waves  : 

Like  as  a  man  at  dawn 

That  dreams  his  love  is  nigh, 
Her  eyes,  her  laughter,  and  her  tears, 

Her  voice,  her  lips,  her  sigh  : 

So  flood  this  heart  of  mine 

With  thy  blue  waters'  flight, 
And  chanting  of  love's  monotone, 

That  I  forget  the  night. 
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WHICH    ROAD? 

I  LOVE  to  lie  beneath  this  ash, 
And  hear  the  grey  seas  calling, 
While  at  my  feet  a  little  stream 
In  quick  cascades  is  falling. 

Oh !  shall  I  listen  to  the  voice 
Of  the  wide  murmurous  sea, 

Or  roam  in  quiet  on  the  hills, 
And  rest  beneath  this  tree  ? 

The  stream  is  but  a  child  new-born 
Since  Spring  unchained  the  fountains, 

Yet  does  not  fear  the  great  sea-world, 
Nor  linger  'mid  the  mountains. 

But  I  was  meant  for  open  lands, 

And  feel  within  a  city 
A  prisoned  thing,  my  heart  so  dead, 

That  I  myself  can  pity ; 

Yet  in  my  heart  the  clash  of  arms 
And  fire  of  things  is  burning, 

To  do  seems  greater  than  to  say, 
And  artless  hill-side  learning 

Sinks  in  the  mist  of  little  things, 
Meet  for  the  proud  world's  scorning, 

Dreams  are  the  children  of  the  night, 
Action  the  son  of  morning. 
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I    SEE    THE    FALLEN    HAIR 
OF    NIGHT. 

I  SEE  the  fallen  hair  of  night, 
The  stretched  arms  of  the  sea, 
As  in  a  trance  the  wearied  eyes 
Of  mine  own  misery  : 

Laughter  that  lacks  the  note  of  joy, 

Sorrow  no  woman  hears, 
Lost  hopes,  foiled  strivings,  broken  vows, 

A  sleep  of  midnight  tears  : 

From  childhood's  little  garden  space 
To  where  Death's  pale  blooms  shine, 

The  road  of  Life  lies  murk  and  drear 
As  this  poor  heart  of  mine. 


CHIVALRY. 

THE  love-star  that  sighs 
In  a  wanton's  eyes 
Draws  men  like  a  flock  of  sheep, 
They  buy  with  their  gold 
The  gates  of  the  fold 

Where  these  frolicsome  ladies  sleep. 


94  CHIVALRY 

Of  Life  the  priestess, 
A  city's  mistress, 

She  trims  her  fair  lamp  by  day  ; 
As  midnight  lifts  up 
Its  laughing  wine  cup, 

She  shines  with  a  ribboned  ray. 


The  street  is  her  home, 
The  daylight  her  tomb, 

And  night  is  her  crown  of  flowers  ; 
'Tis  then  that  she  dips 
The  fruit  of  her  lips 

In  a  river  of  leaping  hours. 


At  first  when  a  child 
She  entered  the  wild 

Where  men  shoot  their  arrows  in  play, 
'Twas  sweet  to  lie  down 
The  belle  of  the  town, 

And  discover  that  bought  kisses  pay. 


When  swift  years  have  passed 
And  she's  broken  her  fast 

On  the  lips  of  a  thousand  men  ; 
When  disease  steps  in 
With  a  ghastly  grin 

And  walks  round  her  darkened  den, 


IN   DREAMS   OF  THE   NIGHT  95 

By  earth  and  its  powers, 
As  this  woman  cowers 

In  the  cold  of  an  eating  flame, 
Will  not  one  single  man 
From  Beersheba,  Dan, 

Step  down  for  his  share  in  the  shame? 


IN    DREAMS    OF   THE    NIGHT. 

IN  dreams  of  the  night  I  meet  her, 
My  love  with  the  shining  hair, 
And  hear  the  cry  of  her  lips,  and  kiss 
Her  roses  rare. 

Her  eyes  are  filled  with  the  starlight, 
Her  feet  with  a  raptured  haste, 
In  her  hand  a  cup  of  the  wine  of  love 
For  love  to  taste. 

I  bury  my  lips  in  its  dimples, 
Drink  deep  to  the  lowest  drain, 
And  o'er  the  desert  and  waste  of  me 
Love  is  as  rain. 

But  dawn  with  its  pallid  face  comes, 
And  the  ghost  of  dreams  affright 
Shrinks  off  with  my  love  and  the  starlight, 
And  leaves  me  night. 
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A    RIVER    GLEAM. 

A  RIVER  gleam, 
A  shadovvland  of  firs, 
Beyond  the  silver  mist 
Of  mountain  spurs  : 

The  lady  moon 

Looks  bright  upon  the  hill, 
She  bids  all  maidens  wake 

And  love-tides  fill ; 

A  gladder  song 

Is  with  us,  sweet,  I  vow, 
We  need  no  moon  to  sway 

Our  love-tides  now ; 

A  fiercer  need 

Than  any  she  can  know, 
Is  ours,  flower-maid,  upon 

Whose  seas  I  flow  ; 

The  kiss  of  night 

Is  on  my  eyes,  my  hair, 
But  it  is  nought,  oh  !  love, 

Thy  lips  are  there. 
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EROS. 

WHO  taught  you  to  cling  and  caress, 
A  fire  in  the  deeps  of  a  man, 
White  witchery,  charm  of  undress, 
And  glance  of  a  fan  ? 

Your  eyes  are  the  eyes  of  a  saint 
But  the  beat  of  your  heart  I  hear, 

The  breathings  of  whispers  more  faint 
From  lips  that  are  near. 

Oh  !  river  of  passion  so  pale, 

Blot  out  the  grey  footsteps  of  day, 

With  night  we  will  haste  to  set  sail, 
Love,  bear  us  away. 


ALONE    BY   THE   SEA. 

A  .ONE  by  the  sea 
In  the  silver  of  night, 
My  heart  lifts  its  wings 

In  tremulous  flight 
To  the  margent  of  Youth 

Where  first  love  was  born, 
To  a  land  of  lost  dreams, 
The  angels  of  dawn. 
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Alone  on  the  earth 

With  its  glare  and  its  strife, 
I  sit  at  the  feet 

Of  thy  crucifix,  Life  ; 
Though  stars  shine  in  heaven 

And  moonrays  are  wed, 
The  eyes  of  my  lone  bride 

Are  empty  and  dead. 


WAITING,   OH!    LOVE. 

WAITING,  oh!  love! 
Now  that  the  night-tides  hush 
The  day's  tired  heart  to  sleep 
In  meadows  lush, 

You,  lone  as  I, 

No  word  within  your  ear 
To  bid  your  spirit  hope 

And  dry  its  tear ; 

It  is  so  long 

Since  last  I  saw  your  soul 
Look  out  from  dewy  eyes, 

And  ask  a  dole ; 

You  left  me,  dear, 

The  world  with  purse  of  gold 
Bought  your  flower-body,  laughed, 

My  heart  grown  old. 
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AFTER   DEATH. 

AT  even's  sigh 
There  came  a  cry 
From  my  poor  glutted  throat, 
I  knew  no  more 
Until  the  door 
Of  Death  began  to  float 

Before  my  eyes ; 
In  mute  surprise 

I  felt  that  life  was  done, 
Yet  seemed  it  odd 
To  think  a  sod 

Should  hide  me  from  the  sun. 

Upon  the  floor, 
The  eaten  core, 

Of  what  had  once  been  I ; 
The  very  shell 
Beneath  whose  spell 

This  earthworm  used  to  lie. 

A  shivering  sprite, 
In  still  pale  light 

I  watched  the  mourners  creep 
With  stealthy  tread, 
Each  to  his  bed 

To  earn  the  wage  of  sleep. 
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ioo  SIROCCO 

Sad  corse,  alone, 
Who  shall  atone 

For  all  thy  weary  sin  ? 
It  is  too  cold, 
I  am  too  old, 

A  new  fight  to  begin. 

Is  there  no  rest 
For  the  unblessed, 

No  haven  'neath  a  hill, 
Must  I  for  aye 
Live  on  and  sigh 

For  Death  my  soul  to  kill  ? 


SIROCCO. 

SIROCCO  steals  across  the  sea 
And  with  its  trail  of  cloud 
Drifts  o'er  the  leafless  vineyards'  gloom, 
Drops  on  the  hills  a  shroud. 

The  eyes  of  life  are  dull  with  pain  ; 

The  laughter  of  the  streams 
Is  turned  to  tears,  Earth's  face  is  wet 

With  Sorrow's  water-gleams. 

There  is  no  place  for  Love  to  grace, 

Fancy  is  flown  away  ; 
My  heart  is  dark,  as  night  is  dark, 

And  desolate  as  day. 
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AN    EASY   MATTER. 

OUT  from  a  heart  of  turmoil, 
I  steer  by  tortuous  stream 
Along  the  years  that  now  are  dead, 
And  catch  the  ruddy  beam 

Of  early  manhood,  know  the  joys, 

That  once  I  knew  so  well, 
When  wandering  through  the  fields  of  youth 

I  lived  beneath  thy  spell. 

Thy  face  is  once  more  near  me, 

Thy  heart  beats  close  again, 
Thy  life  lies  like  a  meadow  fresh 

With  kiss  of  sun  and  rain  ; 

No  sin  has  entered  yet  thy  soul, 

No  shadow  dims  the  blue 
Of  thy  sweet  eyes ;  thou  lovest  me, 

And  in  that  love  art  true. 

The  world,  oh !  love,  with  hope  at  helm  ! 

It  was  an  easy  matter, 
There  was  no  height  I  could  not  climb 

When  listening  to  thy  chatter. 


102  MIGNON 

Then  came  a  day  all  darkened, 
And  in  the  dark  you  fell, 

The  road  was  jagged,  perilous, 
They  crushed  my  own  bluebell, 

And  I,  ah  !  nothing  matters  now, 
That  night  behind  the  hill 

The  sunset  vanished  in  the  sea, 
I'm  in  the  dark,  dear,  still. 


MIGNON. 

DEAR  heart,  that  for  two  waiting  years, 
A  fool,  I  have  misread, 
Blind  to  thy  passion  and  thy  grief, 
Deaf  to  the  words  you  said, 

To  ask  to  be  forgiven  of  thee, 

Helps  me  no  whit,  I  know, 
One  word  of  tenderness,  and  thy 

Lone  lips  could  not  say  no. 

The  past  I  cannot  blot  away, 

Nor  make  thy  soul  forget, 
I  see  thy  soft  eyes  quick  with  pain, 

I  feel  thy  swift  tears  yet. 
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TO   THE    SEA. 

SOUL  of  the  world, 
Whose  flag  unfurled, 
Makes  white  each  thirsting  clime, 
From  dawn  to  eve, 
Thy  billows  weave 

A  song  to  conquer  Time. 

Sky  sends  its  blue 
To  dwell  with  you, 

Glass  of  the  fleeting  clouds, 
And  eventide 
Doth  sombre  glide 

Bearing  thy  misty  shrouds. 

When  tempests  roar, 
And  winds  sweep  o'er 

Thy  breakers'  blackened  hills, 
And  shuddering  vales 
Beneath  the  gales 

Unfold  their  trembling  rills, 

The  world  of  ships 
Are  poisoned  tips 

Piercing  thy  wounds  anew, 
Each  stricken  sail 
Sings  its  last  wail, 

Then  wrecks  thy  courses  strew. 


io4  LINES    BY   AN   ALIEN 

When  dawn  awakes, 
For  children's  sake, 

The  dimples  of  the  day, 
A  spirit  shell, 
Is  thy  blue  bell 

Ringing  a  tender  lay. 

Lover  of  earth, 
Whose  eyes  of  mirth 

Flash  to  the  outer  verge, 
I  would  the  strife 
Of  this  world's  life 

Were  buried  in  thy  surge. 


LINES    BY   AN    ALIEN. 

THOUGH  seas  and  buried  years  divide 
My  native  land  from  me, 
Lone,  'mid  the  splendour  of  the  south, 
My  heart  cries  out  for  thee. 

Thy  herbaged  hills  and  shyest  streams 

So  near  me  seem  to  be, 
That  I  can  hear  the  tinkling  bells, 

The  fields  of  fragrance  see. 


SONNETS 


A   LAND  WHERE  WORKERS   SING. 

I  HEAR  the  workers  singing  as  they  build 
A  home  for  Love,  when  Love  shall  come  to  me, 
Thus  in  a  vineyard  muse  I  dreamingly, 
Steeped  in  the  glamour  of  the  unfulfilled. 
Will  my  love  come  ?     No  other  ere  has  thrilled 
The  sleeping  ecstasy  of  life  as  she, 
Yielding  sweet  joys  where  none  there  seemed  to  be, 
As  starlight  wakes  the  waters  that  are  stilled. 
I  love  this  land  wherein  the  workers  sing 
Their  souls  into  the  labour  of  their  hands, 
So  glad  man's  life,  so  sweet  the  green  earth  here ; 
They  do  not  work  and  sing  in  northern  lands, 
Too  grey  the  clouds,  too  grey  the  ocean's  wing. 
Love  of  these  southern  skies,  ah !  come  thou  near. 


A  DESERTED   CONVENT  GARDEN. 

WHERE  yew  trees  lift  their  sombre  peaks  on 
high 

And  roses  bloom  in  thin  conventual  air, 
A  garden  sweet,  forgotten,  lone  and  rare, 
Faces  the  sea  and  dreams  beneath  the  sky. 
The  timid  nuns  no  longer  pause  and  sigh 
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io8  COMPENSATION 

In  that  the  deep  is  magical  and  fair, 

And  the  rose  dalliance  knows  no  breath  of  care 

While  they  on  virgin  stem  must  droop  and  die. 

Gone  are  these  stainless  souls,  their  hopes,  their  fears, 

Low  lies  the  altar  of  their  midnight  prayer, 

Empty  the  cloister  of  their  meek  parade  ; 

From  out  an  arch  a  spray  of  maidenhair, 

A  wealth  of  passion  flower,  with  purple  braid 

Of  clematis,  close  by  a  fount  of  Tears. 


COMPENSATION. 

OH  !  strange  the  life  I  lead  in  this  far  land, 
Exiled  from  hopes  that  men  hold  ever  dear, 
Struck  down  with  sickness  when  the  path  seemed  clear 
To  fair  Ambition's  height  and  Fame's  white  hand  : 
With  blinding  tears  we  strive  to  understand, 
Who  have  not  learned  life's  deeper  notes  to  hear, 
Nor  through  wide  seas  of  grief  our  sails  to  steer 
Till  dawn  doth  bind  the  east  with  saffron  band. 
I  might  have  sunk  into  a  vain  success, 
Bartered  the  gift  of  time  for  empty  praise, 
Lived  the  soiled  life  of  cowardly  excess  ; 
But  God  did  see  the  evil  of  my  days, 
The  blinded  tangles  of  the  wilderness 
Where  darkness  dwelled  in  myriad  starless  ways. 
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TO    ENGLAND. 

"\T7HILE  darkened  seas  cut  off  thy  shores  from  me, 
V  V        A  pilgrim  in  a  land  that  is  not  mine, 
What  heart  have  I,  though  fairer  stars  may  shine, 
When  through  long  years  mine  eyes  are  hid  from  thee. 
Pale  Time,  that  is  more  cruel  than  the  sea, 
In  its  sad  waters  rears  no  sacred  shrine 
Where  I  might  pour  deep  cups  of  purple  wine 
And  sing  thy  heart  in  measured  minstrelsy. 
Yet  though  lone  seas  and  years  have  rolled  between 
Thee,  mine  own  land,  and  me  that  am  no  more 
A  child  at  eventide  about  thy  door, 
I  do  not  love  thee  less,  though  all  unseen, 
I  love  thee  more  for  all  that  might  have  been 
Had  I  ne'er  wandered  from  thy  home  and  shore. 


GOD'S    SYMBOLS. 

GLAD  in  the  grace  of  dawntide  on  the  wold, 
My  heart,  Oh  God !  is  full  of  quickened  praise, 
Blessed  in  the  living  of  these  summer  days 
That  with  a  fair  content  my  senses  fold. 
I  thank  Thee  for  the  flowers  that  as  of  old 
Lift  their  faint  fragrance  in  forgotten  ways, 
For  morn's  swift  splendour,  for  the  stars  thatTgaze 
With  drooping  eyelids  from  the  Arctic  cold. 


no  A   MODERN   CITY 

None  but  Thyself  could  e'er  have  dreamed  the  sea, 
None    washed    the    hillsides    with    Spring's    tender 

streams, 

None  lit  the  land  with  night's  ethereal  beams, 
Nor  digged  earth  round  with  dim  eternity ; 
These  are  a  symbol  set  within  our  dreams, 
Thy  deathless  promise  of  a  life  to  be. 


A   MODERN    CITY. 

DREAR  home  of  flagrant  smoke  and  darkened 
streams, 

What  place  is  there  amid  thy  tired  throng 
For  any  echo  of  the  feet  of  song, 
Or,  in  thy  streets,  what  resting-place  for  dreams  ? 
Where  hast  thou  hid  thy  soul  ?  beneath  what  gleams 
Of  spectral  gold  ?     Who  wields  the  serpent  thong 
That  urges  thy  vile  prison  coach  along, 
Horsed  by  pale  women — sweated  children  teams  ? 
God  cannot  will  that  thou  shalt  blot  for  aye 
Life's  sweetness  and  the  limpid  airs  of  day, 
A  dread  contagion  in  the  fields  of  Time ; 
When  thy  last  hour  is  come  what  man  shall  sigh, 
Or  child  that  listens  pause  amid  his  play, 
Or  sorrowing  singer  place  a  flower  of  rhyme  ? 


PALE   NIGHT  in 


THY   TENDER   HEART. 

I  LACK  no  comforter  when  thou  art  near, 
Nor  grace  or  sweetness  which  this  earth  can  give, 
In  thy  dear  presence  I  must  wish  to  live 
E'en  when  life  looks  most  dark,  and  earth  most  drear. 
I  do  not  want  to  see  Death's  hollow  bier, 
Nor  at  the  worst  thy  presence  sweet  to  leave, 
Nor  give  thy  tender  heart  a  place  to  grieve 
And  in  my  memory  weep  a  bitter  tear. 
My  sorest  grief  is  that  I  cannot  be 
A  strong  man  working  in  the  world  of  men, 
Righting  the  wrong,  leading  on  hopes  forlorn, 
I  who  am  tethered  to  a  room  and  pen 
Must  hear  far  off  the  world's  wide  melody, 
Yet  thou  hast  changed  my  midnight  into  morn. 


PALE    NIGHT. 

THINK  not  day  dies,  but  passes  from  our  view 
As  night  doth  ring  her  purple  curtain  down, 
And  sleeping  shades,  arrayed  in  twilight  gown, 
Lift  their  soft  lashes  from  the  trembling  dew. 
While  drooping  heads  of  flowers  the  meadows  strew, 
The  timid  hours  step  silent  'neath  earth's  frown, 
Sigh  for  the  upper  airs,  the  daytide's  crown, 
Then  with  closed  eyes  bid  dreams  their  souls  renew. 


ii2  SPRING   IN   SICILY 

So  one  by  one  the  lights  of  heaven  steal  out, 
Shy  moonrays  wed  upon  the  trembling  sea, 
And  love  is  shed  o'er  all  the  earth  as  wine ; 
Then  from  lone  casements  lovers  sigh  for  thee, 
Pale  Night,  with  glamour  garlanded  about, 
They  seek  thy  hand,  they  see  thy  dark  eyes  shine. 


SPRING    IN    SICILY. 

AWAKE,  my  heart,  for  winter's  sleep  is  o'er, 
J~\-  With  its  grey  dream  of  winds  and  starless  night, 
Green  leaves  are  laughing  in  the  face  of  light, 

Quick  waters  through  the  meads  their  lilies  pour. 
The  pulse  of  earth  beats  trembling,  from  the  core 
To  where  above  blue  seas  the  snow-crowned  height 
Of  Etna  views  the  clouds'  ethereal  flight 

And  sings  in  solitude  the  ages'  lore. 
There  is  no  need,  my  heart,  to  bid  thee  wake, 
For  leaves  and  buds  are  in  thy  fences  fair, 
And  love  is  laughing  in  thy  vineyard  too ; 
Earth  is  to  thee,  a  woman's  shining  hair, 
Life,  two  glad  birds,  that  from  a  meadow's  dew 

Mid  almond  blooms,  sing  love  for  love's  sweet  sake. 
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THE    BOURNE    OF    EARTH. 

IF  it  be  true  there  is  no  life  beyond 
The  bourne  of  earth,  and  death's  dumb  twilight 

cave, 

It  is  not  ours  to  let  pale  sorrow  lave 
The  shores  of  this  life's  gladness,  nor  the  fond 
Cry  for  a  life  to  be  with  whiter  wand 
Turn  all  earth's  music  to  a  minor  stave ; 
Nothing  can  still  the  dancing  of  life's  wave, 
Nor  can  death  bear  away  love's  eager  bond. 
Though  life  be  but  a  moment  and  as  grass 
Fragrant  with  flowers  and  starred  with  morning  dew 
To-morrow  fades,  and  the  pale  mourners  strew 
The  dark  blooms  of  oblivion  as  they  pass, 
Yet  will  we  blend  red  roses  with  the  rue, 
Nor  weep  beneath  the  stars,  nor  hope,  alas ! 


A   SOUTHERN    LAND. 

T  IFE  has  no  burdens  in  this  southern  land, 
1 — '  We  drink  her  wine  and  sleep  beneath  her  flowers, 
In  happy  dreaming  do  not  count  the  hours 
Which  through  Time's  goblet  flee  in  golden  sand ; 
Here  Love  and  Life  move  quiet  hand  in  hand 
Through  mellow  sunshine  or  'neath  shady  bowers, 
And  fragrant  loveliness  their  spirit  dowers 
As  their  white  limbs  by  errant  airs  are  fanned  : 
i 


ii4  LINES   WRITTEN   AT   SEA 

The  world  of  men  is  faded  from  our  mind, 

Its  fights  and  sorry  factions  are  forgot, 

Hid  in  the  glistening  eddies  of  the  sea  : 

We  love  what  is,  envy  no  other  lot, 

Laugh  in  the  sunshine,  sport  with  Cupid  blind, 

For  children  of  a  gladder  day  are  we. 


LINES  WRITTEN    AT   SEA. 

HERE,  'mid  the  circuit  of  the  sea,  my  heart 
Thrills  with  delight  that  all  things  be  so  fair, 
The  snow  and  purple  round  me,  and  the  rare 
Magic  of  heaven,  from  which  the  sunrays  dart 
And  dance  upon  the  deep  their  silvered  part, 
A  retinue  of  nymphs,  with  shining  hair, 
Who  quiver  'neath  Love's  high  and  tremulous  air, 
As  nature  teaches,  in  her  perfect  art. 
A  rover  with  the  skies  for  tent,  for  guide, 
A  seabird  sweeping  to  the  outer  verge, 
The  heritage  of  gladness  comes  unbid, 
As  listening  to  the  music  of  the  surge, 
Which  in  the  hollows  of  the  deep  is  hid, 
I  watch  thy  fields  unfold,  thy  billows  glide. 
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TO   THE    GREAT   SPIRIT. 

SPIRIT  that  fashioned  Earth  into  a  song 
Which  blue-eyed  seas  sing  ever  'neath  the  sky 
To  listening  stars  and  lonely  clouds  that  lie 
In  drowsy  dreaming  as  they  drift  along, 
From  out  my  heart  swift  words  of  music  throng 
Each  day's  brief  pageant  as  it  passes  by 
Beneath  life's  arc,  round  which  flowered  angels  sigh 
In  that  the  walls  of  Heaven  are  builded  strong. 
I  have  no  need  of  Fancy  in  these  fields, 
Nor  dreams  to  add  to  my  own  rare  content 
On  this  bare  rock  that  fronts  the  outer  sea, 
So  sweet  the  melody  the  ocean  yields, 
So  clear  the  voice  of  streams  from  hillsides  sent, 
A  child  am  I  within  the  deeps  of  thee. 


TO   A    FAVOURITE    RETRIEVER. 

DEAR  silent  friend  with  eyes  of  tender  brown 
Looking  in  mine,  your  head  upon  my  knee, 
Year  after  year  your  feet  have  followed  me 
O'er  northern  hills  with  radiant  heather  grown  ; 
Grouse  were  our  kingdom,  we  forgot  the  town, 
Where  brown  wings  dip  not  and  no  clear  springs  be, 
And  there  is  nothing  for  a  dog  to  see, 
In  a  grey  labyrinth  of  tragic  stone. 


n6  A   GENTLEMAN 

When  evening  came  and  the  slow  fading  light 
Dimmed  into  darkness,  low  beneath  my  bed 
You  crept,  and  lay  quite  still  and  waiting  there, 
Until  I  stirred,  then  beat  a  last  good-night, 
And  on  your  tired  paws  leaned  your  dark  head, 
A  sable  sovereign  sleeping  in  his  lair. 


A    GENTLEMAN. 

AFTER   SIR   THOMAS    MORE. 

OF  good  repute  and  not  unlearned  was  he, 
In  word  and  deed  as  honest  as  the  day, 
Exceeding  gentle  with  a  pleasant  way 
That  won  the  hearts  of  all  that  did  him  see. 
To  such  as  were  his  friends  he  strove  to  be 
In  trouble  faithful,  in  success  right  gay 
As  English  lark  upon  a  morn  in  May, 
And  ever  kindly  in  sincerity. 
Lowly  and  courteous  in  his  earthly  walk, 
In  prudent  simpleness  he  lived  his  span, 
Trusting  in  God  who  aye  had  holpen  him  ; 
Yet  was  he  merry  in  his  guise  and  talk, 
Cheery  and  bright  and  laughing  to  the  brim 
O'er  which  the  wine  of  wit  and  wisdom  ran. 
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MY    LADY    MOON. 

MY  lady  Moon  that  through  the  silver  sea 
With  sails  full  set,  art  wafted  as  the  flight 
Of  golden  stars  follows  the  steps  of  night 
From  her  lone  cave  to  where  the  shadows  flee, 
Bend  with  thy  listening  ear  and  pity  me, 
For  lo !  aforetime  I  lived  on  the  height, 
Where  Hope  dwells  ever  with  her  lamp  of  light, 
But  she  I  loved  now  sleeps  and  is  with  thee. 
She  was  the  first  sweet  rose  flower  of  the  world, 
A  shining  apple  on  the  topmost  bough, 
The  laughter  of  the  leaves  when  Spring  draws  near ; 
There  is  no  laughter  that  I  now  can  hear, 
The  Rose  of  apples  is  all  faded  now, 
The  petals  of  Life's  roses  long  are  furled. 


A   SUMMER   SHOWER. 

SWIFT  raindrops  pelt  the  vineyard's  moving  leaves 
In  quickened  cadence  of  some  far-off  sea, 
And  on  the  marble  terrace  dance  for  me 
A  round  of  fluttering  tents,  or  silver  sheaves  : 
The  earth  lies  virginal,  and  wistful  weaves 
Its  music  into  Love's  eternal  hymn, 
While  the  lone  sea  on  to  the  outverge  dim 
Its  shadowed  lines  of  leaden  waters  heaves. 


n8  I   CANNOT   SING 

I  do  not  think  the  cup  of  Heaven  is  filled, 
Or  that  the  silver  goblet  of  the  sky 
Empties  its  tears,  that  quickly  earthward  flee ; 
These  are  the  drops  of  mercy  sweet  distilled 
From  the  fair  garden  where  the  angels  be, 
Sent  to  revive  men's  hopes  that  else  must  die. 


I    CANNOT   SING    IN    PURE 
ETHEREAL   STRAIN. 

I  CANNOT  sing  in  pure  ethereal  strain 
Life's  gladness,  or  the  beauty  which  is  earth, 
Faint  is  my  heart  as  some  poor  flower  at  birth 
When  the  baked  soil  is  pitiful  for  rain. 
On  me  sin's  stream  has  left  its  shadowed  stain, 
As  it  flows  downward  to  the  shores  of  death, 
Leaving  me  desolate,  no  springtide  mirth 
Of  sudden  sheen,  nought  but  its  own  sad  bane. 
Father  of  all  that  makes  life  fair  to  see, 
House  of  the  living  waters  of  the  soul, 
Lo  !  at  thy  gates  I  ask  of  Thee  a  dole, 
A  weary  penitent,  that  may  not  be 
Aught  but  unworthy  of  Thy  bread  and  bowl, 
Though  in  grey  garment  clad  he  kneels  to  Thee. 
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THE   VELDT   OF   GRIEF. 

IF  I  had  wings  to  wander  through  the  meads 
Of  night's  still  sleep,  in  which  the  stars  are  set, 
I  should  not  want  or  guide  or  amulet, 
Or  the  swift  reins  of  snowy  star-girt  steeds 
To  greet  the  path  which  to  thy  presence  leads  ; 
It  skirts  the  wan-faced  waters  of  regret, 
It  wears  the  grey  of  rosemary  ere  yet 
It  dies  within  the  whispered  call  of  reeds  : 
Thou  the  pale  ghost  of  all  I  loved  when  life 
Was  as  a  laughing  orchard  in  the  spring, 
When  lilacs  bloom  and  honeysuckles  cling 
To  shield  the  rustling  of  birds'  amorous  strife, 
Hast  not  forgot  the  days  when  thou  wert  wife, 
Nor  why  the  veldt  of  grief  I  tread  and  sing. 


IN    MELANCHOLY. 

WHEN  all  my  life  is  shadowed  o'er  with  night, 
Within  whose  airless  vault  there  breathes  no 
star, 

I  can  no  longer  see  life's  shining  car, 
Or  view  the  silent  winging  of  the  light : 
Around  the  shiver  of  the  seabirds'  flight 
Fills  with  dread  fears  that  beckon  from  afar, 
A  lonely  soul  outside  Life's  heaving  bar, 
I  hear  the  mad  waves  break  against  the  height. 


120  PIED   APRIL 

Meseems  that  I  shall  never  see  the  day, 

Ne'er  bring  to  port  the  burden  of  my  hopes, 

But  with  the  dawn  lie  outcast  on  the  beach, 

Or,  in  the  hollow  of  the  ocean  way, 

Where  monstrous  forms  do  glisten  on  the  slopes 

Of  tumbling  deeps,  and  for  my  glazed  eyes  reach. 


PIED   APRIL. 

ONCE  more  pied  April  flutters  in  the  gleam 
Of  shining  woods  and  blooms  of  myriad  hue, 
The  peaches  white,  the  almond's  blushing  crew, 
The  green  and  gold  of  vineyard's  liveried  team  ; 
Once  more  I  wake  from  Winter's  iron  dream 
And  drink  fresh  hope  with  morning's  silvered  dew, 
See  Life  with  flowers  the  rippling  meadows  strew, 
And  lilies  guard  the  margin  of  the  stream. 
For  thou,  sweet  April,  hast  no  place  for  grief, 
But  with  shy  eyes  doth  stoop  thy  love  to  wake 
And  bind  his  brow  with  mist  from  the  quick  earth, 
Then,  clad  in  kirtle  green,  thou  bidst  the  brake 
Blossom  in  hawthorn,  screen  'neath  nodding  leaf 
The  dewy  violet,  and  bird's  light  mirth. 
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THAT    MEN    SHOULD   HOPE. 

WHAT  shall  I  sing  to  comfort  ye,  oh !  poor, 
What  words  of  melody  to  stir  the  haze 
Sleeping  above  the  dark  sea  of  your  days, 
That  your  lone  ships  in  port  may  safely  moor. 
The  voice  of  Hope  says  Time  will  work  its  cure, 
And  I  believe  our  children's  eyes  will  gaze 
On  a  new  world  of  sweet  untrodden  ways, 
When  Love  is  born  and  Greed  has  lost  its  lure. 
Ye  shall  not  always  live  beneath  the  shade 
Of  poverty,  of  sickness,  and  of  death, 
An  hour  shall  come  when  ye  shall  draw  a  breath 
Of  God's  enraptured  air,  your  griefs  shall  fade 
As  do  the  mists  of  night,  when  morning  saith, 
The  flower  of  a  new  day  on  earth  is  laid. 


LABOUR   AND   ART. 

r  I  AIS  early  morn,  and  through  the  vineyards  green 

JL     The  song  of  happy  workers  greets  my  ear 
In  sweetest  cadence,  rising,  falling,  clear 
As  rippling  fountain  in  some  dim  demesne : 
Each  lowly  flower  that  haunts  the  fields  has  been 
Born  within  sound  of  music  ever  near, 
Such  as  the  trembling  vine  leaves  bend  to  hear 
From  lips  of  children  as  they  sing  unseen. 


122     THE   SOMETHING  THAT  WAS   YOU 

Lo !  a  glad  lover  sings  and  builds  a  home 
Where  Love  may  go  with  white  unsandalled  feet, 
High  on  the  hillside  between  sky  and  sea ; 
And  singing,  marching  to  their  music's  beat, 
The  men  and  maidens  with  their  burdens  come, 
For  labour  here  is  art,  they  wedded  be. 


THE  SOMETHING  THAT  WAS  YOU. 

r  I  "'HERE  was  no  flower  on  earth  more  fair  than  thou 
-L     As  with  sweet  upturned  face  you  looked  at  me, 
And  in  thy  soft  grey  eyes  I  seemed  to  see 
A  word  unasked,  the  tremor  of  a  vow  : 
Long  graceless  years  have  fled  since  then,  and  now 
I  may  not  think,  nor  aught  can  ask  of  thee, 
Dear  woman  that  I  loved,  sweet  memory 
Within  whose  tended  garden  flowers  still  grow. 
How  dull  and  empty  are  poor  words  to  paint 
The  loveliness,  the  something  that  was  you  ! 
Thou  wert  elusive  as  the  flower-hid  dew, 
As  fragrant  as  the  lilies  of  a  saint ; 
To  me  that  loved  thee  thou  wert  ever  new, 
And  I  shall  see  thee  when  my  pulses  faint. 
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THE    LILIES   OF   THE    FIELD. 

MOST  for  the  flowers  I  thank  Thee,  Lord  of  Life, 
They  be  so  glad  within  earth's  garden  space, 
As  to  the  sun  each  turns  a  dreaming  face 
They  be  so  fair,  so  far  removed  from  strife : 
The  world  of  men  with  mischiefs  great  is  rife. 
For  unremembered  Peace  there  is  no  place, 
Each  eager  runs  ambition's  little  race 
To  deck  a  mistress  or  to  dower  a  wife. 
They  need  no  dower,  the  lilies  of  the  field, 
Nor  aught  to  deck  their  virginal  demesne, 
They  are  the  fairest  of  Thy  creatures  seen 
'Neath  dawntide's  flush,  or  night's  low  silver  shield  ; 
I  know  no  loneliness  with  the  green 
Of  watered  meadows,  which,  these  white  souls,  yield. 


THERE    IS    NO    ROOM    FOR 
DARKNESS  IN  THIS  LAND. 

SWIFT  to  the  dreaming  deep  of  my  glad  days 
Flies  the  bright  greeting  of  the  noontide  sun, 
Fresh  as  if  earth's  long  race  had  but  begin 
And  human  eyes  had  learned  on  light  to  gaze 
This  very  dawn,  nor  earlier  known  its  rays  ; 
Round  the  gold  vines,  the  elves  of  morning  run, 
Kissing  the  leaves,  that  Sleep,  a  gentle  nun, 
Binds  with  her  kerchief  woven  out  of  haze. 


124  WITHOUT   HOPE 

There  is  no  room  for  darkness  in  this  land, 
Nor  place  for  Sorrow  with  enchanted  eyes 
To  sit  and  watch  the  night-tides  sweep  to  dawn  ; 
Here  'mid  the  vine  leaves  in  the  early  morn 
Life  is  a  glad  thing,  laughing  'neath  clear  skies, 
And  Earth  all  virginal  from  God's  own  hand. 


WITHOUT    HOPE. 

WHEN  all  my  spirit  has  gone  out  of  me, 
And  life  seems  dark,  and  earth's  own  garden 

bare, 

I  would  that  sleep  were  nigh  with  drowsy  air 
To  steep  my  senses  in  its  purple  sea : 
Then  would  the  melancholy  shadows  flee, 
And  in  their  train  the  feeble  ghosts  of  care, 
With  all  the  sable  demons  of  despair 
Who  drink  their  fill  of  my  infirmity. 
At  times  I  think  some  note  of  music  borne 
On  lips  of  angels  to  my  wearied  brain, 
If  angels  carry  music  to  the  soul, 
Might  wash  the  faded  blooms  of  hope  with  rain 
Of  melody,  and  leave  me  not  forlorn, 
Yet  what  is  man  that  he  should  ask  a  dole  ? 


DAWN  125 


OH!   FLOWERED    MOON. 

T  IKE  as  the  painter  makes  the  canvas  shake 

1—'  When  with  bold  sweep  he  shadows  out  the  face 

Of  her  that  is  the  lady  of  his  grace, 

So  earth's  heart  trembles  for  the  Spring's  sweet  sake  : 

She  trembles  in  the  deeps  of  some  lone  lake 

Whereon  the  winds  their  fair  indenture  trace, 

She  trembles  as  young  leaves  the  broidered  lace 

Of  their  desires  wave  in  the  hawthorn  brake  : 

So  my  lone  sea  in  kinship  with  the  earth 

Trembles  beneath  thine  eyes,  oh  !  flowered  moon, 

And  sweeps  its  tides  thy  mystic  flood  to  meet : 

I  do  not  know  if  night  it  be  or  noon, 

If  sorrow  steep  life's  homestead  or  if  mirth, 

For  all  my  life  lies  dreaming  at  thy  feet. 


DAWN. 

I  GIVE  to  Thee  the  first  glad  hours  of  day 
When  waking  from  the  dreamless  sleep  of  night, 
My  heart  is  filled  with  nature's  swift  delight 
In  this  fair  land,  in  this  fair  month  of  May. 
The  joy  of  dawntide  fervour  does  not  stay, 
The  bright  birds  of  the  morning  take  their  flight, 
Gone  is  the  rose  flush  on  yon  seagirt  height, 
Sunk  are  the  dewdrops  in  the  waiting  clay. 


126  A   POET   OF   TO-DAY 

Though  one  we  love  is  leaving  us  a  space 
We  do  not  love  him  less  in  that  he  goes, 
But  follow  in  his  steps  in  fond  farewell ; 
So  with  the  dawn,  that  earliest  fragile  rose, 
When  it  is  dead  we  ring  a  silver  bell, 
And  sing  a  song  to  its  dissolving  grace. 


A    POET   OF   TO-DAY. 

OFT  as  through  fashion's  throng  I  idly  stray, 
The  men  and  women  of  the  world,  so  wise, 
Laugh  low  together,  look  with  mild  surprise 
That  neither  wealth  nor  place  can  make  me  gay. 
It  is  not  as  if  weight  of  winters  lay 
A  burden  on  my  heart,  or  sorrow's  eyes 
Were  dim  with  tears,  life  tremulous  with  sighs, 
Or  love  with  pale  proud  lips  had  said  me  nay. 
I  hope  I  am  not  callous  to  my  kind, 
I  know  that  pity  is  a  friend  to  me, 
I  am  not  scornful  of  man's  destiny 
Or  to  the  graces  of  my  brothers  blind  ; 
It  is  the  poor,  that  like  a  houseless  wind, 
Cry  round  my  heart  and  fill  with  misery. 
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OH!    MEADS   OF    PETALLED 
GROWTH. 

THE  sun  whose  lover  I  am  to  the  end 
From  my  glad  heart  on  this  fair  morn  of  May 
No  longer  turns  in  cold  disdain  away, 
But  with  his  court  bids  his  red  knights  attend. 
The  gold  he  gives  no  spendthrift  hand  can  spend, 
For  it  is  not  the  gold  for  which  men  pray, 
The  broidered  gold  of  Beauty's  proud  array, 
The  buttercups  alone  this  gold  can  lend. 
Oh !  meads  of  petalled  growth  and  fields  of  bliss, 
Let  me  for  ever  wander  through  your  maze, 
And  stoop  to  touch  the  sunlight  of  yourselves ; 
So,  lost  to  time,  may  I  still  learn  to  gaze 
Into  the  fairyland  where  flowers  kiss, 
Then  fall  asleep  beside  your  guardian  elves. 

THERE  IS  NO  AUTUMN  IN  MY 
HEART  TO-DAY. 

THERE  is  no  Autumn  in  my  heart  to-day, 
Now  as  Dawn  lifts  Night's  hatchment  from  the 
land, 

Flinging  red  roses  with  a  lavish  hand 
Into  the  sea's  sad  sepulchre  of  grey, 
As  it  were  Carnival  or  England's  May, 
When  wild  flowers  curtsey  to  a  listening  land, 
And  freshets  by  the  breeze  of  morning  fanned 
Ripple  and  flash  as  through  the  meads  they  play. 


128  SOME    HUNGRY   CHILD 

A  Spring  of  sweet  content  has  come  to  me, 
Washing  the  mystic  garden  of  my  Soul, 
The  tender  flowers  of  Hope  that  lay  asleep  ; 
With  strength  renewed  I  lift  on  high  the  bowl 
Round  which  the  golden  bubbles  idly  sweep 
And  pour  a  swift  libation,  Life,  to  thee. 


SOME    HUNGRY   CHILD,    SOME 
WOMAN    BENT   AND   THIN. 

HERE  in  my  garden  where  the  freesias  shine, 
And  nodding    wallflowers   shed    their   sweets 
around, 

On  an  old  bench  I  listen  to  the  sound 
Of  falling  waters  and  of  lowing  kine. 
Beneath  the  spell  of  beauty  and  the  wine 
Of  Fancy's  goblet  with  blush  roses  bound, 
My  life  steals  on,  forgets  the  common  ground 
Whereon  men  labour  and  pale  children  pine. 
I  would  that  from  some  city  I  could  bring 
You  who  call  England  home  and  are  my  kin, 
And  set  you  in  the  sunshine  with  the  flowers — 
Some  hungry  child,  some  woman  bent  and  thin, 
Some  world-tossed  soul  whose  voice  has  lost  its  ring, 
To  wait  renewal  in  these  singing  bowers. 


TO   LONDON  129 


LIFE'S    BEAUTY   HIDES    HER 
WELL-LOVED   FACE    FROM    ME. 

EFE'S  beauty  hides  her  well-loved  face  from  me, 
Lost  in  grey  sullen  clouds  and  nether  mist, 
And  as  for  her  sweet  voice  I  pensive  list, 
I  only  hear  thy  sob,  Eternity. 
Why  do  thy  rivers  weep  quick  tears  for  thee, 
And  flowers  droop  because  they  are  not  kissed 
By  the  cold  sun,  who  has  forgot  his  tryst, 
While  the  sad  hours  with  frighted  faces  flee  ? 
If  nature  be  thy  robe,  then,  God,  methinks 
Thy  heart  is  heavy  for  the  wrongs  of  men, 
The  pain  and  grief  from  which  Thou  canst  not  save ; 
Perchance  the  night,  watching  a  soul  that  sinks, 
Thy  soul  has  spent  in  some  poor  putrid  den, 
While  Death,  with  faltering  fingers,  built  a  grave. 


TO   LONDON. 

SWEET  wanton  of  the  river,  in  the  hush 
Of  eventide  I  drift  to  thy  demesne, 
Too  dull  to  dream  of  what  might  once  have  been 
If  in  my  cap  I  had  not  pinned  thy  blush : 
I  left  the  hills,  forsook  the  meadows  lush, 
Forgot  the  misery  of  lives  unseen, 
I  bartered  purity  for  things  unclean 
And  solitude  for  riot  and  for  rush : 


130  TO   THE   SEA 

In  your  white  hand  you  held  a  flower  for  me, 
Within  your  hair  quick  trembling  diamonds  shone, 
And  promise  stood  at  your  uncurtained  eyes  : 
All  scentless  now  thy  faded  roses  be, 
And  life  is  more  than  proffered  love  and  sighs, 
Passion,  a  vagrant  gust  to  seawards  gone. 


TO   THE    SEA. 

SPIRIT,  upon  whose  deep  sea-children  play, 
And  strike  with  shining  tents  thy  purple  flow, 
Or  silver  zephyrs  on  thy  currents  sow, 
When  night  awakes  from  the  long  dream  of  day  ; 
Here,  where  Greek  first  touched  Naxos'  double  bay, 
I  lie  and  watch  thy  sea-flowers  as  they  blow, 
The  fairy  blooms  which  in  thy  meadows  grow, 
Until  a  Greek  am  I  escaped  from  clay. 
Lover,  with  braid  of  white  upon  thy  brow, 
Kiss  the  lone  shore,  till  trembling  as  a  bride, 
She  leans  the  glamour  of  her  soul  to  thee, 
Then  let  her  sleep  within  thy  silver  tide, 
And  murmur  in  her  dreams,  "  Oh !  love,  'tis  thou," 
That  her  shy  heart  on  fire  with  beauty  be. 
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THE    TOILERS    OF   OUR    LAND. 

I  WOULD  that  all  the  toilers  of  our  land, 
The  men  and  women,  pale-faced  children  too, 
Who  yield  their  lives  a  platform  for  the  few 
In  foolish  pride  of  place,  could  understand 
That  England  yet  will  stretch  to  them  a  hand 
Of  help  and  pity  for  the  things  they  do, 
If  England  to  herself  be  not  untrue, 
If  England's  sons  by  wealth  be  not  unmanned  : 
For  gold  is  like  a  blight  o'er  all  the  earth, 
A  canker  eating  out  man's  tenderness, 
A  poison  that  is  held  to  children's  lips : 
Yet  are  we  all  the  children  of  one  birth, 
Wander  through  life  in  one  same  wilderness 
Till  darkness  looms  and  Death's  pale  sea  of  ships. 


VESTALS   OF   THE   GREEN. 

FROM  earliest  youth  to  manhood's  ample  calm 
I  looked  for  consolation  unto  thee, 
Poured  at  thy  feet  the  wine  of  melody, 
Nor  sought  beyond  thee  for  more  earthly  charm. 
When  life's  dark  currents  in  their  wild  alarm 
Swept  my  frail  barque  across  life's  trackless  sea, 
A  wingless  thing  lost  to  eternity, 
The  thought  of  thy  sweet  presence  came  as  balm. 


132  NATURE'S   REWARD 

Ye  speak  to  me,  fair  vestals  of  the  green, 
And  sing  soft  songs  to  soothe  me  as  I  sleep 
When  dawn  the  starry  steps  of  night  doth  creep ; 
So  are  ye  dear  to  me  of  all  things  seen, 
And  steal  my  heart  with  virginal  demesne, 
In  your  shy  presence  I  forget  to  weep. 


NATURE'S   REWARD. 

LAD  are  the  waters  on  the  wakening  deep, 

And  glad  the  sun  that  shines  on  man  and  thing, 
Birds  from  their  leafy  homes  sweet  praises  sing, 
And  feudal  bees  from  rose  to  lily  sweep  ; 
Flowers  with  soft  dewy  faces  fresh  from  sleep 
The  fragrance  of  their  presence  meekly  bring 
.To  nature's  altar  as  an  offering, 
And  Time  with  plenitude  the  hour  doth  steep. 
What  are  to  me  the  riches  of  to-day, 
Or  all  the  subtle  offerings  of  place, 
The  shadowed  freight  with  which  men  move  along  ? 
I  do  not  envy  him  who  wins  the  race, 
But  rather  blue-eyed  children  at  their  play, 
So  can  I  see  this  flower  and  hear  this  song. 
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YE    GENTLE    PLEIADES. 


let  me  bind  your  influences  sweet, 
Ye  gentle  Pleiades,  chaste  stars  of  night, 
And  make  a  chaplet  for  my  love's  delight, 
A  shining  staircase  for  her  ivory  feet  ; 
May  Night's  dark  hair  be  curtain  as  is  meet 
To  hide  my  soul,  in  swift  aerial  flight 
Through  the  still  deeps  of  the  bird-haunted  height, 
That  no  cold  eye  may  glance  when  her  I  greet. 
If  Day  alone  were  king  on  earth,  and  none 
E'er  bowed  his  head  in  Night's  dim  holy  fane, 
Love  would  not  steep  men's  hearts  in  melody, 
Nor  maidens  meekly  follow  in  his  train  ; 
Star-wrought  is  he,  since  Time  was  yet  begun, 
Moon-woven  in  the  silver  glades  of  sea. 


CHRISTMAS,    1899. 

NOW  that  a  shadow  rests  on  English  arms, 
And  many  homes  of  England  fear  to  face 
A  lonely  Festival  that  lacks  the  grace 
Of  Peace,  albeit  we  chant  her  broken  psalms, 
Here  'mid  the  wintertide  of  war's  alarms 
We  needs  must  weep  apart  a  little  space 
Ere  we  look  up  with  grey  and  furrowed  face 
To  where  mute  honour  the  lone  dead  embalms  ; 
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They  are  of  England — for  this  land  they  bled, 
Our  kinsmen  gallant-hearted  to  the  end, 
And  we  are  brothers  in  our  love  of  them  ; 
So  with  unfaltering  faith  let  courage  stem 
The  stream  of  grief,  as  rank  by  rank  we  bend, 
And  sing  the  requiem  of  the  living  dead. 


A   CHILD    OF    NATURE. 

I  WANT  no  roof  this  summertide  to  fold 
Its  shadow  o'er  my  eager  heart  and  brain, 
A  child  of  nature,  love  I  sun  and  rain, 
The  drowsy  heat  of  noon,  and  night's  swift  cold 
Stretched  on  a  hillside's  tapestry  of  gold 
Where  flowers  white  and  blue  in  shining  train 
Offer  to  God  meek  souls  without  a  stain, 
The  hours  wing  by  as  some  sweet  story  told. 
I  love  the  glamour  of  the  sea  beneath 
This  time-worn  cliff,  on  which  I  dream  away 
Night's  magic,  and  the  dulcet  hours  of  day ; 
I  love  the  forests  dim,  the  wide-eyed  heath, 
There  is  no  orchard  blossom  in  life's  wreath 
That  doth  not  bid  my  laughing  steps  to  stay. 
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POOR    STARVELING   GUEST. 

OFT  as  I  wander  through  my  vineyard  green 
And  know  life  good  and  thank  God  for  the  sun, 
Rude  thoughts  of  sacrifice  my  senses  stun, 
And,  as  in  vision,  see  I  wrongs  unseen. 
There  is  a  block  whereon  men  dumbly  lean 
Their  tortured  lives  ;   I  watch  the  red  blood  run  ; 
It  swells  a  stream  which  with  blind  Time  begun 
And  ever  of  Life's  lips  the  drink  hath  been. 
Ah  !  if,  pale  world  of  penance,  you  could  come 
And  lay  the  burden  of  your  sorrows  here 
In  the  green  magic  of  a  garden's  rest, 
Wine  you  should  have  and  bread  without  a  tear, 
Quick  warmth  of  sympathy  to  loose  the  numb 
Limbs  of  your  weariness,  poor  starveling  guest. 


A    HOPE. 

I  DO  not  know  how  long  the  time  may  be 
Ere  I  set  sail  for  Death's  grey  haunted  shore, 
Where  ships,  with  folded  sails,  for  evermore 
Mourn  the  bright  souls  that  pass  so  silently 
Into  the  hollow  shades  they  may  not  see, 
Yet  in  my  heart  I  long  for  years  to  store 
For  all  men's  use  a  granary  of  lore, 
Ere  I  drop  anchor  in  Eternity : 
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I  dream  a  dream  of  Hope  for  all  mankind, 
Fair  years  of  gracious  work  that  shall  not  pall, 
With  hours  of  rest  in  which  the  soul  may  wake, 
Nor  sorrow  more,  nor  life  be  intertwined 
With  stricken  leaves  of  shame,  for  evil's  sake, 
When  Self  is  dead,  and  Love  doth  sweetly  call. 
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